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This story was originally pablislied, under a psea- 
donym, as a serial in the New York Evening World. 
fVom the first It attracted widespread attention. The 
interest and discussion it aroused is attested by the fact 
that over SEVEN THOUSAND letters from pleased 
readers in every walk of life were received at the office 
of the Evening World — among these were the felicita- 
tions of many notable persons, together with commen- 
dations from other New York publications. The suc- 
cess of this story as published in TheEvening World had 
two resolta. The first was that leading papers through- 
out the country secnred the local righte in their various 
territories for its publication as a continued story. The 
second result is its present appearance in book form. 
^9] 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



lO Preface. 

Among the papers that ran "The Wage SlaveB*' as a 
serial story were The Boston OZofie, which asked for and 
secured sole tights for its newspaper publication for all 
New England. The Pittsburg Times pnrchased similar 
rights for Pennsylvania, and The Cleveland Frtss for 
Ohio. With these papers the hit it made was only sec- 
ond to the reception accorded it in New York. The 
same can be said of its appearance in The Buffalo Times, 
The AuguBta (Ga.) EtTold., The Cumberland (Md.) 
Times and other papers. 

That this story in this form may meet with a tithe of 
the appreciation it was greeted with upon its initial ap- 
pearance as a serial, is the earnest wish of 

The Adthob. 
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THE NIOHT IN TBS HILL. 

The great irregular mass of factory buildings by the 
Hudson Eiver near One Hundred and Fortieth Street 
stood dark and silent as a habitation of the dead. 

Everywhere it was dark and deserted ; the streets, the 
open lots and the scattered houses of the neighborhood 
gave Ecarce a eign of life, and if it had not been for the 
occasional whistle of a steamboat on the adjacent rivei 
Uiere wonld not have been a sound. 

It was strange to find this duslqr solitude on the very 
I"] 
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12 "The Wage Slaves of New York" 

verge of the great city's loar and btiUiance and intense 
activity. 

Doubtless this strange silence wonld have impressed 
itself on any one of a thoughtful, reftective turn of mind. 

Such a person would have felt disposed to muse over 
the wonderful contrast between this section of upper 
New York after dark and the portion of the city that 
lay below it to the south, where the lights of Harlem's 
busier thoroughfares were visible. 

But John Qarman, the night watcliman at tiie ailk 
factory, was a very practical individual. He never 
troubled himself with the poetical side of things. 

Very likely the monotony of the life he led was re- 
sponsible for much of the moroseness of disposition that 
seemed to increase with him daily, for what more utterly 
dreary existence could there have been? 

Unimaginative as he was, he sometimes did think as 
he went his nightly rounds, of the happier Uvea of 
others, and then he would ask himself why he should be 
condemned to a lot so comparatively unblessed. 
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Tke Night in the Mill. 13 

Why, the factory hands were far and away better off 
than he, for they had their eyenings to themselfes, while 
he was obliged to go his eolitaiy tonudii. 

His only hours of leisure were diiring part of the day- 
time when the rest of his world worked and bad no time 
to notice ^'"1, 

In short, he was fated to be alone — to be a creature 
almost cut off from the companionship of his kind. 

Ko wonder the eoul of John Qarman at times rebelled 
— ^no wonder he occoBionally had bitter feelings against 
his fellow man. 

To-night he was in one of these moods. 

It. was a dark night and the wind, springing up, 
soughed sadly aroimd the lonely factory. 

The building was some distance back from the street, 
and its upper windows overlooked the river from its 
western side. 

Going his rounds John Garman noticed in one of 
these windows a light which had not been there the last 
time he passed. 
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He Btood still and gazed upward as if speculating what 
this meant, but the next moment he continued his tramp 
as ii nothing unusual had occurred to arreEt his atten- 
tion. 

"Of eouTBe/' he said to himself, "it's only Walter 
Wickford come back after supper as usual to potter 
around the machinery. I wonder if he thinks be will 
ever discover a gold mine in one of those big looms up 
there? Well, I'm glad I did not bother staying at the 
trade any longer than I did. Hang it, I'd rather pick 
up a living in this way, bad as it is, than run the risk of 
turning into a crazy man over the idea that I knew so 
much about silk veaving that some day I'd invent a 
scheme to beat the bosses at their own game and have 
them wanting to take me in partnership or make me a 
millionaire by buying up my bratus at my own price I 

"Ha, ha, hat Poor old Wickford I He does think 
just that, I believe. There's millions in him if you only 
give him the chance, ain't there? Well, well let him 
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The Night in the Mill. 15 

haTe his dreame, for he can't haim any one or anything 
except himself, and if he likes to waste his time after 
houFB if B nobody else's bosinesa — thotigh I think I'd 
rather have enough of that factoiy, if I vas him, after I 
got throngh the day's work." 

And the cynical watchman langhed to himself at the 

■ Teiy thought of that visional^ Walter Wickf ord op there 

in the factory alone, scheming out inTentions that would 

reToIutionize the allk-weaving industry and transform 

him from a poor mechanic into a man of wealth. 

But Wickford was no visionary at all. On the con- 
trary, he was one of the cleverest workmen in the fac- 
tory, and had a natural talent for mechanical invention. 

Although not more than thirty years of age, his mind 
was a Btorehonse of information upon the subject of ma- 
chinery in general, and of the apparatus used in the pro- 
cesses of silk weaving in particular. 

This knowledge he had put to such practical use that, 
after years ol study and constant e^teriment after work* 
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ing hours, he had succeeded in mventing an improved 
system of silk veaving which he had everyreason to be- 
lieve would take the place of the exieting methods. 

He hoped soon to perfect his invention and then the 
next thing would be to hiring it before the world. 

The question of how he woald manage to do this and 
place his invention in the market liad been his chief 
thonght and anxiety. 

Walter Wickf ord had taken a wife some £ve years be- 
fore this story opens. 

He had one child, a girl, and lived in a small frame 
cottage convenient to the factory. 

A happy family was Wickford's in that same cottage, 
with the grassy lot and shade treee, the small garden at 
the back, with the latticed grape arbor and the old-time 
well and the little garden of flowers. 

Mrs. Wickford, while she to some extent understood 
what her husband was aiming at, did not at all folly 
realize what gulden dreams of the future forever filled 
liis mind. 
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The Night in the Miil. 17 

She knew that he wanted to "get on," to do better, to 
make more money for them all, and bo she looked in half 
wonder, half indifference at miniature models of ma- 
chinery he conBtmcted at home with infinite ingenuity 
and pains, and did not complain becanse he was so mnch 
away evenings availing himself of the opportunity to 
steal ofF to the factoiy and experiment there after the 
hands had gone. 

No, she had only the faintest kind of an idea of what 
Walter Wickford hoped some day to do. 

But he^ as he stroked the golden curls and looked into 
the innocent blue eyes of his little daughter Boealie, saw 
in fancy a good time coming when he would go proudly 
forth to dictate his terms to the millionaire manufactur- 
ers whose mere slave he was now, but who would all be at 
his feet then, each of them seeking to secure his great in- 
vention — each trying to outbid the others for it. 

And he saw, still later, a time when he would be able 
|o soipris^ bi^ w^e with the amazing news that he waQ 
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rich, tbat luxury awaited her and little Boealie — that all 
the things t^t make life worth living were within their 
reach — that they would soon leave the hnmhle frame 
cottage for a palace. 

John Garmau had ceased his tour of inspection 
throngh the grounds about the silk factory, and, unlock- 
ing a door, passed into the building. 

The watchman, as he ascended the stairs from floor to 
floor, cast searching glances around him into every dark 
comer and recess, yet he seemed to be performing his 
duty in a preoccupied sort of way, and when he reached 
the floor where Walter Wickford was busy among the' 
great looms he stood for a moment at the entrance be- 
fore advancing across the long, wide room. 

Had a stranger happened upon the scene just then be 
could hardly have failed to conjecture that the motion- 
less watchman had surprised some burglar and was con- 
sidering the best plan to captore him. 
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Except in two places — at the far end of the looin, 
where a gas jet flaied above the head of the young in- 
ventor absorbed in his experiments, and at the door, 
where a ray from his own dark lantern lit up the surly 
face of Qarman, whose eyes were fixed upon Wickford — 
all was sombre shadow. 

But the watchman did not wait there very long, and 
as the other heard the approaching footfaLIs he arose 
from his stooping position and turned bia bead to see 
who the intruder was. 

"Good evening, old man," he exclaimed, and John 
Oarman answered: "Still at it, Wickford? You are in- 
dustriotie enough, for sure. Haven't got the secret yet, 
have you?" 

"I guess ni find it before I stop," Wickford answered, 
with a peculiar inflection, as of repressed exultation, in 
his voice, "but 111 tell you I'm much obliged to you for 
letting me in here evenings, and for keeping the power 
on eo I can qs^ th@ maphines," 
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"I BUppo8e by rights I oughtn't to, for as watchman 
I'm expected to see that no one entera the factory at 
night. However, seeing as it's yon, Wickford — " 

"One of these days, perhaps, I'll have a chance to re- 
pay you," interrupted the inventor. 

A dry smile spread over the watchman's feature at 
this. 

"Don't be too unbelieying, John. You asked me if I 
had found the secret, but I didn't tell you yet how close 
I am to finding it." 

"Castles in Spain, Wickford," laughed the other. 

"Well, was it a castle in Spain when Will Barriston 
said he dreamed he was going to get a legacy, and here 
he has had a letter this morning from a London lawyer 
saying an uncle of his had died and left him $30,000?" 

"You don't mean to tell me — " 

"But I do, and it was the talk of the whole factory 
to-day. Of course you couldn't have heard it yet, but 
I was intending to tell you when you came round to- 
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night. I knew you would be pleased to hear of Will 
BarriEton's luck, for he and you and I have been ebums 
and fellow-workmen together in theee millB for many 
years." 

There was an uncommon enthuBiaBm in Wickford's 
manner that at once aroused the other's interest, 

"See here, John," and the inventor drew toward them 
a roll of parchment paper that lay beside the machine 
where he had been working. "You are enough of a 
mechanic to know the value of this when you see it." 

He spread the paper upon the floor and pinned the 
comers down with eome tacks he took from bis pocket, 
and together they studied the plans of Walter Wick- 
ford's idea — an attachment for one of the most import- 
ant machines in the silk mill, and something he had 
never before shown to mortal man. 

He was right when he said that John Garman had 
enough of the skilled mechanic in him to appreciate the 
story that outline drawing tolfl, 
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The watchman well understood the machinery upon 
which this invention was a most marvellous improve- ' 
ment, for he had, as we have said elsewhere, been 
brought up in the mills. 

When they rose from their knees after the inspection, 
it would have been hard to say which of them was the 
more enthusiastic. 

"I am going to see Will Barriston to-morrow," said 
Wickford. "Ill tell him that if he puts up the money 
to get this attachment patented, and helps us to start a 
factory of our own upon a small scale, I'll give him more 
than a half interest in my invention." 

"Why, both your fortunes are made!" cried Gorman. 
"If you start in business with the exclusive right to use 
that attachment on your looms, you will beat all the big 
silk manufacturers out of their boots, and become the 
greatest concern in the United States," 

*lf 8 true," gasped Walter. 

He had never been a strong man, and now Oannui 



p:h»Goo>^lc 



The mght in Ihe Mill. ij 

could Bee that the excitement, together with his many 
ligorons hours of overwork had told upon him. He was 
trembling from nerTOUsnesB, and almost fainting from 



"Yee," continued the excited young inyentor, "that 
would be the way of it, just exactly as yon say, and I am 
sure Will BarriBton will see it in the same light and join 
in with me. Where could he get a better investment for 
liis $30,000 than in my machine, which will pay in re- 
turn 10,000 per cent.?" 

What was it at that moment that suggested to John 
Oarman the awful thought of murder? 

These two men, Will Barriston, the lucky legatee, and 
Walter Wickford, the slight, stoop-shouldered inventor, 
were his acquaintances of years — workmen no better 
than he. And now both would go on up in the world — 
he could see it all — ^while he would be the same poor, 
laboring drudge, the half-paid night watchman I Why 
should these men be given a chance like thia? 
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And then, in that moment, a way to win By £nad and 
blood vhat would not come to Tiim by toil or genios, or 
luck, flashed through his brain. 

There was a way, and, by all the fiends in hell, he 
voold date to do the deed I 

One Blight life stood between him and fortune. 

"Walter Wickford'a plans were his secret — a secret how 
well guarded John Garman only knew. 

There were the plans — ^wealth, power, everytiiing, in 
that roll of parchment paper I 

Why should all lives be blessed but his? 

Why should he be doomed to life in the tzeadmil! of 
toil, while Wiekford, with his invention, and Barriston 
with his legacy, stood on the threshold of fortune? 

He looked at the whirling machinery — he saw Wick- 
ford bend over it without a thought of danger. The 
lust of murder was upon John Garman. 

He nerved himself for the awful deed he had in mind, 
and then with the howl of some wild beast he sprang 
upon the imconscious Wiekford, and, throwing his mua- 
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toSxs, knotty armg — for he was a man of powerful 
physique — around the inventor, he held hiTn pinioned 
and helpless in his graep. 

"Letgoof me, Garman! What do you mean?" 
^ mean that yon shall die! Why ahould you and 
Barriston have wealth and I remain tiie same pMf> 
shabby devil I now am for you and Will BarriBton t« 
epit on as you roll by in your carriage? No, damn youl 
I will put yon out of the way. Who will know hut it 
was I who invented the new weaving attachment? I 
will use Will Barriston's money, and when I have 
drained him dry and he is in my way I shall do with him 
like this — " 

"What would you do?" he gasped. "Why, John, you 
wouldn't kill me in cold blood in this way. I am your 
friend, John, your did pal. Barriston and I will take 
care of yon. What I have you shall share, John. Ton 
have guarded my secret ; you have let me in here to ex- 
periment. Why, John, I always int^ded yon should 
have half." 
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A mockiiig laugh oame from the frothing lips of John 
Ganoan. 

"Half ! Why shonld I take half when I can have all? 
No one knows of this bat yon. In the morning they 
will find you mangled in these cog wheels here. It will 
be said that moody Walter Wickford has killed himself, 
aJid I will have the plans. It will be John Garman, the 
millionaire inventor of the silk loom attachment, and 
yoti will be rotting in a pauper's grave." 

Bringing all his giant strength to bear he bore Wick- 
ford over against the great machine that grooud and 
clanked behind him. 

The inventor was as a child in the hands of John Gar- 
man, whose purpose now was murder most foul. 

With a suprc:ne effort Wickford endeavored to break 
the hold of the murder-crazed man. 

He was no coward, but it was awful to die this way 
when life held every hope for him and for the wife and ■ 
child he had loved so and toiled for. 
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"Spare my life, John, not for my sake, but for my 
child," he whispered, weakly. 

^TThat do I care for your brat? Ton are in my way 
and yon mnBt die I" 

A light Bhone in the eye of the man whose doom was 
sealed. It was the light of prophecy. 

"I wonid not have lived many more years at bert, Gar- 
man," he said; "but here, in this awful hour, I tell you 
that your deed shall recoil upon yonr head. That child 
in whose name I begged you for my life will be the 
means of bringing you to juBtice— of dragging you down 
in the very hour you deem your triumph complete and 
your crime forgotten I" 

There was a sudden, sickening jolt, and then the 
mangled body of Walter Wickford dropped down be- 
tween the cruel cogs, while John Garraan, staggering 
like a drunken man, crept from the awful _plaee, the 
blood-stained plane of Walter Wickf ord's Lavention be- 
neath his coat, and the brand of Cain upon his brow. 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



28 "The Wage Slaves of New York.** 



CHAPTEEn. 

IN THB SECOND QENESATION. 

Abteub Babbiston was one of the richest ana most 
popular men in the graduating class at Harvard. 

Hie college friends knew that it was his intention 
upon leaving the university this year to enter buBiness 
life as the head of the immenEe silk manufactory in Nev 
York which his father, the late William Barriston, had 
founded about fifteen years before. 

Here is the story as the world knew it; 

The elder Barriston had been famous throughout the 
United States as the man who had revolutionized the 
methods of silk weaving by the introduction of new and 
improved machinery. 

He had begun in a small way upon a capital, it was 
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generally said, of Bome $30,000, a legacy left him by a 
relative in England. 

In starting in business be had taken into his employ 
as manager a man named John Garman, who had ever 
since held that position. 

It was shrewdly Eupposed that Garman bad secured 
this lucrative position from Baniston, together with a 
third interest in the mill, on account of his being the 
inventor of the improved machinery that had enabled 
tiie Baniston mills to distance all competitors. 

However, all that was really knovn was that the busi- 
ness developed into a gigantic concern, that William 
Baniston had become a multi-millionaire, and that since 
his death John Garman was apparently the dominating 
power in the management of the great silk mills. 

Yet there were certain circumstances unknown to 
the world, but told in our preceding chapter, which 
put another complexion upon John Garman's relations 
toward his late employer-partner. 
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After the terrible tragedy in the mill the coroner'B 
jury had brought in a verdict of accidental death in the 
case of Walter Wiekf prd. 

No one Buapected the night watchman, and he carrietl 
oat the remainder of his diabolical scheme by ntilizing 
his posseasion of Wiekford's secret to represent himself 
to William Barriston as the originator of the plans he 
bad stolen, and the theft of which he had covered by an 
atrocious murder. 

He indnced Barriston to invest his legacy, as we have 
Been, in the starting of a new silk mill, with the resnlts 
above mentioned. 

In full justice to the late William Barriston, however, 
it msst be said that he never had any suspicion of the 
truth. 

The saddest part of the drama was that which relates 
to Walter Wiekford's widow and child, the golden-haired 
Bosalie. 

Ijeft practically destitute by the death of her husband. 
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Mrs. Wickford removed from New York to her native 
place in MaeeachxiBettB, and there Bosalie bad grown to 
womanhood. 

Her mother, crazed b; misfortune, had packed away 
in a tnmk the little machinery models fashioned by the 
hand of the murdered Walter. 

She had never really understood what he wanted them 
for, and she could not bear even the recollection of those 
things so painfully associated in her mind with the trag- 
edy which had widowed her. 

That trunk lay stored away in the dusty garret at her 
New England birthplace. 

When Bosalie grew old enough she bad applied to 
WUliam Barriston to give her a place in his great mill, 
and he, on account of the friendship he had borne her 
dead father, had granted her request. 

At the time this chapter opens she had been an oper- 
ator in the Barriston mills for several years and was 
Jcqowii aa a particularly expert on^, , 
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Young Barriston, inheritor of his father's millions 
and manufactory, was anticipating the close of his col- 
lege career with mingled emotions. 

He had had a Tery pleasant time, yet the prospect of 
leaving the nniversity for the excitement of busiaeBB life 
appealed strongly to him. 

We will Latroduce onrselvee to this yonng man so 
richly favored by fortune, as he stands this evening be- 
fore t^e fireplace in his splendidly appointed rooms at 
Harvard, talking to his chosen friend and college chum, 
Chsries Marbuiy. 

Arthur Barriston was tall, strong and good looking. 
His frame was that of a well-trained athlete, and his 
face, with its regular features and earnest gray eyes, car- 
ried conviction to the observer that its owner could not 
be other than an honest, straightforward man, capable 
of being animated only by single-minded purpose and 
high ideals of du^. 

Most people thought Arthur Barriston handsome — 
critics belonging to the fair sex invariably thought bo. 
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It was a Btrange coincidence that his friend, Charles 
Marbory, was almost his exact double, resembling Bar- 
riston to a degree that often caused them to be taken for 
twins when together, and making them the heroes of 
ludicrous comedies of mistaken identity when apart. 

Indeed, about the only important dissimilarity in their 
appearance was that Arthur Barriston's hair was dark 
and Charles Marbury's was fair. 

Marbory was the son of an old Southern family in 
moderate circumstances. From their first day in col- 
lege he and Barriston had formed the friendship that 
was to make them loyal and true to each other through- 
out life, and to sustain them under the stress of many 
perils they were destined to encounter. 

"I want to talk over this thing seriously with you," 
said Barriston, "for the nearer it comes to the time of 
my leaving Harvard, the more I see, or think I see, the 
number of difBcnlties before me," 

Harbnry looked at him gravely. 
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"You still hold then, to your wild idea of investigatiiig 
fint band the condition of jour work people? Yon are 
confident that I can impersonate yon, taking your place 
as Arthur Bairiston, with my hiur dyed to mislead Gar- 
man, who has not seen yon for five years; while yon, in 
the guize of a workman, enter the mill and see for your- 
self the injustices you believe your employees suffer at 
the bands of the harsh Mr. Garman? Don't you think 
it a rather Quixotic enterprise?" 

"CharleB," replied young Barriston, earnestly, "from 
a hoy I have suspected this man Garman, and my father 
in his last years did the same. He held it strange, and 
so do I, that this man should bo suddenly develop into 
the originator of an idea that has revolutionized silk 
weaving. There was nothing in his past life to hear 
this out. He was simply a sullen, ignorant brute — as 
be remains to-day. He was the night watchman in the 
TTiill where my father worked, and bia anxiety to hurry 
the operation of the echemo which he proposed to my 
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father, to utilize the invention he claims as his, was al- 
most Irantic. So earnestly did he nrge the matter upon 
m; father that he hardly asked for more than a hare iu- 
tereat in hie own invention, although this is a fact he 
now seems to regret. 

"Aa to my going among my work people, yon know 
my idea is this: The vaat wealth their handiwork has 
made mine, I regard, as my father regarded it, as a sa- 
cred trust — as something in whose henefits they, too, 
shonld participate — and until after hia death, when the 
body and soul grinding system of Garman had its vogne, 
they did. 

"These people are my people. My father was a work- 
ingman; his father and the father before that one were 
each workingmen. I hold that this great wealth that is 
mine is now extorted from the anguish and poverty of 
others, and I am going back to toil among them, to share 
their Borrows and their lot, that I may see, as with their 
eyes, jnst where the system that makes me richer and 
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them: impoveriBhed can be remedied. It is from their 
hands that this vaat wealth comes — what part of it is 
Iheire?" 

The frienda sat silent for a moment, and then Arthur 
Barriston spoke. 

"Charles," he said, "have you considered the curioas 
chain of events which has happened lately? It looks 
as if some implacable enemy was planning our destruc- 
tion. For my part, I believe It is against me only that 
these attacks are directed, and that you merely happen 
to encounter them because you are in my company. 

"Twice within the month we have been waylaid while 
out walking at night, and but for the fact that we are 
BO well able to take care of ourselves we might have been 
overcome by oar assailants and perhaps fatally injured, 

"Then there is the affair of that infernal machine 
which came through the mails, and which would have 
very likely ended my life if I had not happened to 
handle it so carefully and, through some lucky intuition, 
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grown Bnepicious of it before I came to the inner pack- 
age and avoided an explosion by having it soaked in 
vater before unwrapping it further. Such things as 
these are subject to explanation — infernal machines sent 
to a man and repeated midnight attacks upon him are 
not quite such natural occurrences as changes in the 
weather. 

"?fow, I have been putting two and two together, and 
I have arrived at a certain conclusion." 

Marbury was listening to him with rapt attention. 

"Whether that conclusion bo right or wrong remains 
to be seen," continued Arthur; 'Taut I'll tell you what 
it is. Just when I reached my twenty-fourth birthdaj 
my father's death put me in possession of his vast estate. 
There is only one legal heir to this if I were to die- 
That heir is Burton Westley, a distant relative of my 
father's, I have leamod that he is in intimate associa- 
tion with Garman — that for some reason or other they 
fire constaittly together. 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



38 'The Wage Slaves of New York." 

"I have never told you all about Barton Westley. Ho 
is a man well on in years, and all his life has been a 
DotorionB miser. By lending money to poor people at 
nsurions rates of interest, he has earned the name of 
the Money Spider — for many a web has he spun in 
which the nnfortunates who borrowed from him were 
fatally enmeshed ! He has no heart, no humanity, but 
has sold out hundreds of families by foreclosing his 
chattel mortgages upon their little all and leaving them 
beggared and destitute. 

"He began with a little capital, but by methods such 
as these has increased it to a fortune no man knows the 
full extent of. And yet he but drags out a miserable 
existence to add to it. For, as if in judgment for the 
wrongs be has done and the misery he has caused, he is 
now to all intents and purposes little better than a living 
corpse. 

"The loss of a lai^ge sum of money thirty years ago in 
Bome n^apons scheme tb^t halM ju^t this side of 
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prison brought on an attack of paralyBiB that has left 
him a helplese cripple. 

"HIb face is as livid as that of a corpse, his eyes are 
those of a snake; he cannot speak much above a whis- 
per. 

"His home is an old deserted factory on the east side 
of New York — an eerie, gruesome place, falling rapidly 
to ruin. This factory, which is immensely valuable on 
account of the site it occupies, he acquired by chicanery 
of a man who had trusted him and who killed himself 
in consequence of "Weetley's perfidy. He thus ruined a 
profitable business, threw a thousand workmen destitute 
on the street, and has the blood of the one man in the 
whole world who believed in him upon his head. 

"Here all day in this deserted, factory sits Burton 
Westley receiving clients who have fallen into his snares, 
the Money Spider here battens on the lives, hearts and 
hopes of his many victims upon whose necessities he 
lives. 
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"I remember as a boy I visited him once, and the 
memory of that interview curdled my young blood for 
many nights, I can tell yon. 

"During my father's lifetime we saw little of him, but 
Bince his death he has made himself coDspicuous in the 
neighborhood of the mill, I have been told. 

"Now, what is he, the only heir to my estate, doing 
with Garman? And how is it that all these things have 
happened to me since these two men came so close to- 
gether? It is a confederacy that bodes me no good, the 
strange friendship of the coarse, bratal John Garman 
and the crafty Burton Westley, the Money Spider. 

"But, after all, I am not alarmed about myself; what 
I want to get at is the truth. The mill was my father's 
whole thought. He did not live for the hoarding of 
gold as the Money Spider does. The welfare and happi- 
ness of people from whose ranks he came was ever my 
father's guiding thought. 

"While he lived no employee of his ever suffered an 
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inJBBKcfe, and it waB Ms proudest boast that the work- 
people in the BaniBton silk mills received the highest 
wages paid in the trade. A condition of things that was 
sadly changed when John Carman took charge of the 
rail], between the time of my father's death and my 
twenty-fourth birthday, at which time, according to my 
father's will, I was to come into full control. Through 
secret agents I have learned that Garman baa ground - 
down the former happy and prosperous mill operativea 
to a condition almost bordering on slavery. 

"In all he has done he has, as I believe, acted npon 
the advice of the Money Spider, who, as I somehow feel 
sure, regards me as being as good aa dead and he already 
fingering the Barriston millions and grinding down still 
further the once well paid and contented workers, 

"It was my father's dearest wish to put in operation 
some juat plan of profit-sharing by which his operatives 
should participate in the Barriston mills' prosperity. 

"His untimely death postponed the fulfilment of his 
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wiBh — a vieh I will carry out despite all the machina* 
tiOQs of Garman and my scheming relative and would- 
be legatee, the Money Spider !" 

ArUinr Barriaton seemed aa one inspired as he solemn- 
ly utter this tot. 

As the friends clasped hands upon the compact a shot 
rang out, and through the window pane a bullet crashed. 

Arthur Barriston lurched forward with a groan, 

"They have Mlled him!" cried Charles Marbnry. 
"This is the work of John Qannan and the Money Spi- 
der!" 
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A SPECTBE FBOU THE QBATB. 

ti was a very bnainees-like looking woikman irho had 
succeeded in securing a place in the silk mill near One 
Hundred and Fortieth Street. This was the same mill 
where the murder of W^ter Wickford had occnrred and 
which the late William Barriston, after his rise to for^ 
tune, had purchased and enlarged year hy year until it 
was the lai^est factory of its kind in the United States. 

And it had been an absorbingly interesting experience 
for Arthur Barriaton to mix with his o*n employees aa 
one of themselves without their having the slightest 
knowledge of who he really was. 

For he had not been injured by that bullet murder- 
ooaly fired at him through the window during hia con- 
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fetence with his friend, Charles Marbury^ in his rooms 
at Harvard. 

In the excitement of the moment, as he heard the 
bullet whizz past his head, he had stumbled forward, 
slipped and fallen — striking his temple against the cor- 
ner of the table. 

Marbnry, whose excitement was as intense as Barris- 
ton's, had thought that bis friend was struck by the bul- 
let when he fell, and was overjoyed to find that Barriston 
had endured nothing worse than a gash on the forehead 
and a temporary loss of conscionsaeas. 

And so the compact solemnly made between them had 
been duly carried out. 

They had come to New York, and when Marbnry's 
hair had been skilfully dyed to the color of Barriston's 
he resembled the young millionaire so closely that John 
Garman, who had only seen his late employer's son as a 
boy and never since he had grown to manhood, had not 
the least suspicion when he accepted Marbnry for what 
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he pretended to be — ^tlie son and beir of William Barris- 
ton. 

Marbnry had all the necessaiy credentials, with which 
Arthur had supplied him, to enable him to poee aa the 

latter with complete success. 

Marbuiy, thus masquerading as Arthnr BamBton, af- 
fected to repose the utmost confidence in the mill's man- 
ager, John Qarman, and acted as though he took only a 
very rich young man's more or less indifferent interest 
in business affairs which he felt sure were in trustworthy 
hands. 

This waa the way in which the two college friends had 
arranged their plan of action. 

Meanwhile Arthur Barriston, in his new role of a 
toiler, and disguised in the garb of a mechanic, had 
"made np" for his part in a surprisingly clever manner. 

There was nothing about him or his actions to arouse 
any doubt as to the genuineness of the character he had 
assumed. 
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So the great endeavor to discover the iimde state of 
affairs at the mill and to find out the truth about John 
Garman'8 method of management, bad begun under aus- 
pices which augured well for its entire succesB. 

Manager John Garman seemed to be quite satisfied at 
the disposition the young man whom he thought was 
Arthur Barriston showed, as jiroprietor of the mill, to 
leave its management entirely in Garman's hands, and 
for the present nothing more was heard of any fresh at- 
tempts to cause physical injury to the heir of the Barris- 
ton millions. 

Securing lodgings in the vicinity, young Barriston} 
known ou the payrolls of his own mills as James Baird, 
spent his spare time in mixing with the other employees. 

His tact and discriminatioD were valuable aids to him, 
and he found no difficulty in getting the Dther hands to 
talk without letting them see that he had any other ob- 
ject but a workingman's natural desire to compare notes 
with his fellow-workmen. , 
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Under John Garman'B management the mill hands 
never lacked plenty of just grievances, and some of them 
vrere not small ones either. 

The chief injustice they sufFered, howeyer, was the 
severe EiyBteni of fines which Garman had introduced. 

Without the fines the cut rate of wages paid since Gar- 
man had come into power after, the death of the elder 
Barriston hardly sufficed to keep hody and soul togeth«r. 

The hours were longer, and to every protest made him 
John Garman had refuaed to listen. 

Whether the complaint was made individually or by 
the workmen in a body, the arrogant and overbearing 
manager had replied with brutal oaths and bade them be 
abont their baeiness. 

The work people in the great silk mills bore all this 
oppression with a hope that things would brighten when 
kind old William Baxriston's son should come to his own. 
"He is of the right stock," they said, "and will set John 
Qunian right about face when he takes control I" 
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Arthur Barriston, reaUzing now what it was to reverse 
the poeitions of employer and employee, entered into the 
spirit of his investigations with intense zest. 

There were distractions in his life as a factory hand, 
however, which, though they seemed to interrupt the 
more serious trend of his purpose, proved to be the very 
means by which he was led into the right path. 

Engaged as he was in the study of his fellow-workers, 
he soon had his attention attracted to individuals among 
them from whom he found that he could obtain more 
aid in his task of obtaining information as to bow he 
could best better the condition of the toilers in his fac- 
tory when he threw aside his present disguise and as- 
sumed in reality the control of the great Barriston mills. 

Earnest as he was in the purpose that had brought 
him here, he was also young and had an appreciative eye 
for beauty. 

And so it happened that he became greatly interested 
in one of the operatives, a young girl named Bosalie 
"VPickford- 
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He could not have helped noticixig her in the first 
place because of her good looks, hnt he soon discovered 
her extraordinary intelligence ; and the thorough knowl- 
edge of the conditions of factory life made her society 
very interesting to Arthur Barriston niasquerading as 
James Baird, workman. 

She was the sort of girl, he used to say to himself, whn 
would, if given an opportunity, rise above her present 
drcumstances in life. 

Pretty Eosalie Wickford! How strangely does the 
loom of destiny weave together the separate threads of 
individual Uvea! 

The little girl with golden cnrls — as she was when 
poor Walter Wickford was poring over his inventions 
and planning for her futnre — had in the lapse of years 
grown into the graceful, hlue-eyed heauty working for 
day's wages in the mill whose fortunes had grown, did 
she hnt know it, from her murdered father's stolen 
^nina; whose manager was his aeeassin, and whose mil- 
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lionaire proprietor was masqneiading by her very side 
in the role of a poor operator like herself! 

Oh, had flhe or Arthur Barriston — ^who to her was only 
James Burd, the workman — only known! 

"It is warm to-night, Miea "Wickford," Bald Arthur 
BarriBton, aB the^ met ontside the mill gate^ homeward 
bound. 

"Yes, but think how much better it is outside here 
than in the close and stifling mill." 

Thus indulging in commonplaces they walked home- 
ward together. For Arthur's lodgings were near Bosa- 
lie'B home. 

Ab they neared the cottage where she lived, the young 
girl eaid: "Won't you come in and see my garden, Mr. 
Baird? I am so fond of flowers and I have qmte a lot 
of them growing there. My poor father was fond of 
them, too, yon know, and I think I must have inherited 
jnjf liking foy them from hinx," 
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"That may be," said Arthnr, "but it has always been 
my belief, since I have known yon, that yours is a nature 
that of itself would be in sympathy with all things in 
life that are sweet, fair and beantifnl, as are the flowers." 

Bosalie blnshed, but made no reply, and at this junc- 
ture Mrs, Wiekford came to the gate where they were 
standing. 

The tragedy of fifteen years ago had left its traces 
upon the once fair face of Eosalie's mother. 

There was a preoccupied, far-away look in her eyes. 

It needed hardly more than a glance to tellthat Mrs. 
Wickford's mind was dwelling upon days that had been 
forgotten by all save herself. 

Arthur had heard from other workmen in the mill the 
story of Mrs. Wickford's peculiarities. 

He was not surprised, then, when she gave a startled 
look at him and said hurriedly : 

"I know you. I know you. Yes, you were always 
Walter's friend r 
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And then she tumed and velked back into the cottage 
without another word. 

The eyes of the half-demented woman had seen the 
likenese between father and eon which John Ganuau had 
failed to recognize. 

But in Mrs. Wickford'e disordered mind it was the 
dead "William Barriston who stood befoi3 her, just as 
ghe had often seen him coming home with her husband, 
attired, as Arthur was attired, in the garb of a woiking- 

The two young people stood at the gate conversing for 
some time, and before they parted Bosalie had promised 
to accompany "Mr. Baird" to a birthday party one of the 
girls who worked in the miH with them was giving that 
night and to wliich they were both invited. 

As Arthur was tuming to go Manager Garman and a 
man who sat in a sort of invalid's chair, propelled by a 
Bqnat and hideous negro, passed them. 

The two men were in company. Garman, with hia 
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coEtotoaiy scowl, was bending over the cripple in the 
chair to talk as he walked beside him. 

But if German's was not a pleasant face to look upon, 
what shall we say of the cripple's countenance? 

For it was the ghoulish visage of Burton Wffltley, the 
Money Spider! 

His prolile was sharp and thin; there craft bad set its 
deep, seared lines. Under heavy brows a pair of wolf- 
ish eyes, expressive of intense avarice, cunning and cruel- 
ty, looked out as if in search of prey. 

The nose was like a hawk's beak, and thin, compressed 
lips betokened a nature devoid of mercy. 

There was a deadly pallor upon his hollow cheeks. 
Altogether the Money Spider was not pleasant io look 
upon. 

Arthur gazed at him with interest. 

"My respected relative. Burton Westl^I" he re- 
marked, under his breath; while Bosalie half uncon- 
sciously spoke aloud her own thoughts : "I wonder wh^t 
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takes them to the mill after erery one else has gone 
every night?" she said. 

"I am sure I don't know," answered Arthur, as if in 
respoQEe to her query; and then he added gayly: "But 
don't let the sight of John Garman and his strange com- 
panion make you forget that you must be ready when I 
call for you at 8 o'clock to take you to the party!" 

In the manager's ofBce of the mill sat John Garman 
and the Money Spider. 

By the door, as if to guard them against surpriae, sat 
Westley's attendant, the hideous negro. 

The Money Spider swept his crafty eyes from the face 
of John Garman to that of the negro. As if in answer 
to an unspoken question of the mill manager, the crip- 
pled usurer spoke: 

"No, you needn't have any fears about my familiar 
spirit. Nemo is all right. You know he is a deaf mute; 
and while I prefer defid men, for they tell no tales" — 
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here Garman gave a ahadder — ^"atill a deaf man is al- 
moBt aa good." 

Garman had recovered his compoEure. 

"Here are the hooks," he said. "Philip Thornton is 
keeping them as yon arranged." 

"What did my dear yonng consin say when you showed 
him by the hooks that it would be impossible to restore 
the wages paid the workmen, by his silly, sentimental 
father?" snarled the Money Spider. 

"He seemed disappointed," replied Oarman, "but I 
convinced him we were barely paying expenses and sala- 
ries, and he had no suspicion that the ledger was a doc- 
tored one." 

"Curse him!" cried the usurer. "He hears a charmed 
life. If we have spent one dollar we have spent five 
thousand to trusty people who, I honestly believe — 
though as a general thing I don't believe anybody — tried 
to put him out of the way. But the presence of that 
other college milksop always frustrated onr plans, and 
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even when our beet man fited at him throngli a window 
not fifteen feet away, after careful aim, he escaped with 
but a scratch, and that was from a fall against a table. 
Bnt now his friend, this Charles Marbnty, is gone South 
to his home, as my agents report, and we have Barriston 
in onr power without a protector, and, when the right 
time comes, he shall meet the fate I have planned for 
him and trouble us no morel" 

"That's all very well," snarled Oarman, "but what aa- 
Burance have I that you will do the right thing b; me. 
With your cousin dead and yon holding the controlling 
interest in these mills — what a fool I was to sell my 
patents to old Barriston so cheap — what assurance have 
I, I say, that you won't kick me out, or have some of 
your trusty assassins do with me as they will do by Ar- 
thur Barriston?" 

The Money Spider chuckled. 

"Don't be alarmed, my dear friend and confederate," 
be said. "Bogues must stand together. You have me 
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in yoQT pover. Yer; foolieb of me, I admit, to be in 
yoor power, of all meo, bat Bucb is the case. Ton will 
hold m; eecret, foi I will be tbe heir, and joa could 
escape complicity in yoong BarriBton's taking off, and so 
yon see I can't turn you out. As for putting you out 
of the way, John, the idea is ridieulons. I would never 
do that as long as you were dealing square with me, 
For I need you to deal with these proud-stomached work- 
ing hinds. Ton know how to grind them down, John; 
you know how to grind them down I" 

Qarman growled out an unintelligible sentence, as if 
deprecating the Money Spider's implied compliment to 
his brutality and tyranny, and the two turned again to 
the falsified accounts. 

They were deeply immereed in the books when a gasp- 
ing gurgle from the watching negro deaf mute roused 
them from their task. 

There at the window, staring in at them, was the 
white, pale face of what seemed to be a dead man. 
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They could see the apper part of the body. 

It was arrayed in the garb of a Bilk mill operator, bat 
the coat and ^irt vere torn and stained as if with hlood. 

The cap was down low upon the forehead, the lower 
part of the face was covered with the drawn, white hand, 
as if of a corpGe> and all the time the dead dull eyes 
stared at them through the grimy panes of the office 
window. 

John Garman gave a horrid shriek of agony. 

"My God!" he screamed. "Go back to your grav^ 
Walter Wickford!" 

And then he reeled forward and fell upon the floor, 
writhing in epilepsy. 
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«on with him, and he looked forward with fiendish de- 
light to the power that would be bis as the master of 
these toilers. 

It waB bad enotigh oudei John Garman, but God help 
them when they were in the grasp of the Money Spider! 

Arthur BamBton was the sole obstacle in his path, 
and he would leave no stone unturned to remove him — ' 
would shrink at no crime that he might step into the 
young man's shoes. 

CoDunuuing with himself as he was being wheeled to 
hie lair by the negro Nemo, his faithful deaf mute at- 
tendant, the same night the awful apparition of mur- 
dered Walter Wictford was seen peering in upon the 
conspirators through the mill office window, a great light 
broke in upon him that confirmed many shrewd sur- 
mises he bad made concerning the terror-stricken John 
Garman, 

"Ha, ha!" he chuckled, "I spoke to John Garman of 
bis having me in his power. The fool I he betrayed his 
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secret in that moment when Bome belated drunken work- 
man peered into the window. I have heard of this 
Walter Wickford and bis strange death at the mill fifteen 
years ago when Garman was night watchman there. 
Whoever or whatever it was that appeared at the window 
'to-night, Garman took it to be the man of whoee death 
he knows more than he has told. Shall I give him a 
bonus of fifty thousand dollars and a bigger share in the 
mill when my amiable young cousin is out of the way? 
Not much I 'GIo back to your grave, Walter Wickf ord,' 
he said. Yes, you can go back now; you have told me 
John Qarman's secret and I own him body and eonll" 

And, cheered by this pleasing fancy, the Money Spider 
reached the place he called home and was seen no more 
for the night. 

Among the agents Burton Westley employed to ac- 
complish his nefarious ends was one Marcia Varston, 
whom he had established at the town of Cambridge, 
where Harvard University is located, to act the part of 
enchantress toward Artirar Barriaton. 
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Her miBBion waa to lead the young man into wild ex- 
ceases, to wreck him by diBsipatiou and perhaps poison 
him — ^who knowa the exact natnre of the Money Spider's 
instructions to the beautiful and unscrupulous Marcia 
Varston? 

Westley well knew the influence an adroit and lovely 
woman can wield over a man — especially a young man. 

Marcia Yarston was a woman of the type that has 
mined many men. Of her past nothing was known ex- 
cept the knowledge the Money Spider may have poB- 
ECBsed of it. 

She poeed as the young widow of a LouiBiana planter. 

She seemed supplied with unlimited means; her 
clothes were the costliest money could buy and of the 
latest fashion. 

She blazed with costly jewels. So many of them did 
she possess, in fact, that the college men, all of whom she 
had at her feet, among themselves called her "the Queai 
of Diamonds" more often than they spoke of her as Mrs. 
Tarston. 
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« I 

She va« gifted vith a zxOa^'b charm vhich fev had 

ever had the power to resiet. A Tivacioiis manner, a 
qmck wit and an unfailing reBonrcefnlnese rendered her 
iavalnahle in the service to which the Money Spider bad 
aesigned her — the capture, rrnnand perhaps death of 
Arthur Bairieton. 

Such was Marcia Yarston, the Queen of Diamonds, 
and Buch was the scheme to which she had lent herself. 

Apparently Arthur had acknowledged this woman's 
power. 

He had seemed entangled in her toils, and for a time 
it looked as though this Circe had forever enslaved him. 

But latterly a wave of seriousness had passed over Ar- 
thur's mind and he had heen less subject to her influ- 
ence. 

Burton Westley had been infonned of this fact by 
Marcia. Heuce, while he had no intention of dispens- 
ing with her services, he supplemented her efforts by 
adopting the more deadly plan of attacks by thu^s an^ 
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aesaseiiis, as has been described, as the time neared of 
Arthnr'a leaving Harvard. 

MarbiiTj, who had always been less a man of pleasnre 
than Arthur, bad entertained a suEpicion that the Queen 
of Diamonds had designs upon his chom which lay deep- 
er than an adventuress' desire to fleece a wealthy ad- 
mirer. 

Marbury had not been fascinated to the same extent 
that Arthor had by Marcia Varston, and when Arthur, 
BB we have said, showed signs of lessening ardor, Charles 
Marbory rejoiced thereat. When their days at Harvard 
came to a close and when the compact to go to New 
York in disguise and act out their parts as master and 
man at the silk mill had been made, Marbury had com- 
menced to speculate aa to the next move of Marcia. 

The two young men Irft Harvard without the for- 
mality oi calling to hid good-hy to the beautiful adven- 
toress, so it was with a feeling of pique she had hurried 
to New York to report the failure of her plans to her 
piaster, the Money Spid^, 
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Arriving at the Grand Central depot, her first act was 
to call a cab and drive to the old mined iactor; on the 
east dde where Burton Westley made his home. 

The place was deserted, and, surmising that he might 
be at the Barriston mills, for she knew he went there 
often now, in anticipation of the day they should be his 
own, she ordered the driver to take her there. 

When the two chums had left college after making a 
general statement that Marbury was about to go South 
on a visit to his home, and that Arthur would at once 
enter business life in Ifew York, Marcia at once sent 
word to Westley, and thus nnconsciouBly played into the 
hande of the college men by causing the Money Spider 
to believe that they had separated, and that Arthur 
henceforth would be an easier prey to his villainons de- 
B^ne than if the faithful Marbury had remained with 

We have seen that this was exactly Westley's im- 
piesaon by his words in the nuU office the night that 
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John Garman was overcome by the appearance of the 
apparition of the mnrdered Walter Wiekford. 

The mill whistle had blown for the noon honr, releas- 
ing the wage slaves of the BaniBtou silk miUs for their 
midday repaet, when the htmeom cab containing Marcia 
Yarston drove up to the ofBce entrance. 

She found, as she expected, the Money Spider closeted 
with John Oarman. 

The Queen of Diamonds was certainly a striking fig- 
ure when she walked in and greeted the conspirators. 

She was dresBcd in the height of fashion and the pic- 
ture hat which graced her shapely head, a costly pin set 
with her favorite gems, matched the glittering jewels 
upon her hands. 

The diamonds she wore were worth thousands of dol- 
lars and whenever the snakelibe eyes of Burton Westley 
rested on them he inwardly longed to possess them, not 
for their beapty — for in that sense they had as little 
attractiQti iq his sordid mind as bad the beanfy of the 
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6ir w«ai?OT— but meiel; for their valne in doUan and 
cents. 

"We are anxious that jon should get in touch again 
with Arthur Barriston, Mrs. Varston," said the Money 
Spider, in his hard, metallic voice." 

"I am afraid I am not a very succegsful charmer in 
Mr. Barriston's cas^" laughed the woman; "remember 
how I wrote you about bis unceremonious leave-taking." 

A gleam of admiration shone in the cold gray eye of 
Barton Westley, while John Garman fairly gloated over 
her radiant beauty. "I think we will let you try again," 
said the Money Spider ; "we have our plans laid afresh 
and we want J'ou as our decoy. If you fail the case will 
be hopeless." 

Gannan nodded afiBrmatiTely to Westley's implied 
compliment. 

^Tery well, then," replied the adventuress, "but where 
is Mr. Arthur Barrieton, mj proposed victim?" 

As if in angwff to her query the ever-watchful deaf 
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mnte negro, Kemo, who vas stationed at the door, gave 
a quick sign. 
"Speak of the devil I" cried German, "here he comes 

"He mast not see me in conBultation with you two, 
then — he may suepect !" cried the Queen of Diamonds. 

"Yes, that is very true- Hide her somewhere, quick, 
Garman !" said the Mon^ Spider, sharply. 

"Get in here!" exclaimed Garman, opening the door 
of a large closet, half filled hy a pile of dusty old ledgers, 
and the heeutif nl Marcia glided noiselessly into its dark 
receEses, not a moment too soon, as Charles Marhury en- 
tered. 

"Good morning, Art,hur, my boy," said the Money 
Spider, in a tone he meant as pleasant. "Yon see how 
much interest yonr poor old crippled relative takes in 
your affairs. You don't seem to care, but I can tell you 
that if it wasn't for the rigid economies that Manager 
Garman prapti^es, yonf mills would be in a bad way. 
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Ab it is, the; Inrely pay expeneeB. It is a good thing 
your father made Mb millions before these hard times 
set in, and yon are to be congratulated that yon have 
Buch a capable man in charge as John Garman." 

"I am snre I am mnch obliged to both of yon," replied 
Marbury, lightly. "There are very few yonng men who 
have the Inck of haying their affairs attended to by ench 
paisBtaking and obliging friends." 

If there was any sarcasm in the tones of the sapposed 
Arthur Barriston's voice, neither Oarman nor the Money 
Spider noticed it. 

A short converEation on general topics connected with 
the mill's affairs and the state of the silk trade ensned, 
and then, saying he had an engagement ia the city, the 
yoong man left them. 

H« was hardly out of the office when Marcia emei^d 
from the closet. Her eyes were dancing with merri- 
ment. 

She snapped her dainty fingers at the crippled usurer 
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and faifi confedetate and burBt into sn immoderate fit of 
laughter. 

The two men iratched her half puzzled and wholly 
angry. 

"What do you mean by this, you huzzy?" enarled the 
Money Spider. 

"Don't stop me !" cried the laughing woman. "It is 
the greatest joke I hare heard of in many a day I" 

The two men watched her as if they thought Bhe had 
suddenly gone inaane. 

"Come, enough of this 1" exclaimed Weatley. "What 
do you mean?" 

"I mean that you two have been fooled I Sold I Im- 
posed upon by two boys fresh from college. 

'^on are playing* at ctoes purposes with two men, 
who, young as they ate, are as sharp as yonrselves. In 
fact, far sharper, for they have pulled the wool over yonr 
^es, while yon have not @een through the trick they 
have put np on you I" 
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"Spe&k! Oat with itl" Bcreomed the Uoney Spider, 
"again I say, what do you mean?" 

"I mean that your Arthur Barriston is a fraud ; that 
young man who came in here is not the heir whose pos- 
seBsdons yon are plotting for, but his friend and college 
comrade, Charles Marbnry?" 

The Money Spider sat gasping in his chair, but John 
Oarman sprang to Ms feet with an oath. 

"Ill take the yonng milksop hy the throat and de- 
mand to know the reason of this masquerade t" he cried. 

"Soft! Yon will do no such thing. We will see this 
deception out!" cried 'WeBtley. "But if Charles Mar- 
bury is here as Arthor Barriston, where is Arthttr Bar- 
liston himself, and what is he doing?" 

•TToa can rest assured he is not far away," replied 
Marcia Yarston. "Bnt no matter where he is, he has 
escaped detection at your hands. I will wager I can find 
him within the hour. Ko disguise he can assume can 
hide him from Uie eyes of a woman who knows him as 
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I know him. Take me through the mill sb if I were s 
vifiitor." 

The plan the Queen of DiamondB proposed was soon 
pot into effect She was taken through the mill b; Qar- 
man, who respectful]; attended her> hat in hand, as if 
she were some grand dame inspecting the mill through 
motives of curiosity to see how the other half lived and 
toiled. 

The Money Spider waited their return, plotting to 
countermine this plot that evidently the two friends 
were working iigainst ^inl and Carman. 

Marcia's keen eye swept over the mill. Not an em- 
ployee, man, woman or child, escaped her seaiching 
glance. 

At last she paused before a great loom at which a 
golden-haired girl, vritb deft fingers kept the filmy 
threads in order. 

It was pretty Hosalie Wickford. 

"How beautiful she is!" thoa^t Uarcia. "How 
beautiful, bow young, how innocent I" 
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At this instant a swarthy young workman came up 
■nd spoke to the fair-haired girl at the loom. 

As he did so a great wave of gnawing jealone^ swept 
over the heart of Marcia Yarston. 

In James Baird she had recognized the yoong mill 
owner, Arthur Barriston, and in that moment she real- 
ized she loved him with all her heart and soni! 
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CHAPTEH V. 

IN THE HADNTB OF FASHION AND FOLLT. 

At their game of croes puipoees neither Arthur Bar- 
rieton nor hia enemies, John Garman and Burton Weat- 
1^, the liloney Spider, betrayed what they knew of the 
other's plana. 

Marcia's look had betrayed to Garman that in the per- 
son of James Baird the adventuress had recognized the 
real Arthnr Barriston. 

Her further explanations were superfluons. 

The discovery of the owner of the mills toiling as a 
workman at one of the great looms in his own factory 
was reported to the Money Spider. 

Barton Wesfley, now the first shock of surprise waa 
over, rubbed hia hands. 

"Thank you, Marcia," he said; '^on have ezpoeed 
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their ecbeme juat in time. After all, what do we care? 
Our only effort most be to make this yonng fool Mar- 
bury believe we have not discovered his deception. As 
for Arthur Barriston, the scheme he doubtless thinlcB so 
clever will make bim fall our prey the easier when the 
tune comes." 

Harcia said nothing. But all the time she thought 
of Arthur Barriston'and the glance he had given the fair 
girl who worked beside him throughout the day. 

How she loved him I how she loved him! That was 
Uarcia's constant thought. 

Yes, loved him. Loved the man whose ruin she had 
sought, aye, whose death she had even endeavored to 



As for this bright-eyed, golden-haired work girl — 
what right had she to come between Marcia Yarston and 
the man she loved. 

And in the heart of the beautiful, w'cked womai^ who 
was already planning to deceive Garman and Westley 
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that Bhe might aid the man against whom she had for- 
merly conspired, there humed the Htter fire of jealouBy 
against the all-uncoDscious Bosalie. 

It would not be well for the mill girl if ahe crossed the 
path of Marcia Yarston ! 

Ab for Arthur, he had recognized Marcia. Bat such 
bad been his success with Carman in maintaioiog bis in- 
cognito that he had no fear that the whilom "Queen of 
Diamonds" had recognized in the toil-stained workman, 
James Baird, her once devoted slave, Arthtu Barmton, 
the millionaire collegian. 

He knew ahe was aware of the fact that Arthur Barris- 
ton was the chief owner of these mills, and that doubt- 
less she bad visited them out of cunosity. 

He had no thought that she was hand in glove with 
John Oarman and the Money Spider, and he thought Ms 
plans were safe bo long as Marcia Yarston and Charles 
Marbuty never met each other while the latter was im- 
persAuating him. 
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This he thought would be easy, as it vaa the superin- 
tendent, Garman, who saw visitors around the mill, and 
Marbnry, for obvious reasons, made himself prominent 
about the place as little as poseible. 

How wrong he was in all bis aBsumptionB we have 



So matters went on at the "till. With the operatives, 
the good times they thought coming with the advent of 
young Bairiston seemed as far o£E as ever. 

True, the young owner received them conrteoiuly and 
listened with a sympathetic ear to their complaints. 

True, he advised them earnestly to be patient and that 
all would be well. But to the oppressed the time is long 
and weary. 

The fines still remained; impositions were practised 
as before, the hours were as long as ever and the wages, 
miserable pittances as they were, stayed the same. 
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There were secret meetings, and at these both men 
and women eeemed on equal tenns. And rightly bo — 
for were not both oppresBcdj gronnd down and bratal- 
ized vith pennry and almost nnreqnited toil by John 
GarmanF 

"What a social paradox it was that Arthur Barriston 
lonnd himself at these meetings with Rosalie, and, be- 
fore he knew it, recounting the wrongs he endured as 
James Baird in the mills he owned as Arthur Barriston. 

Keanwhile Rosalie, unconsciously, but perhaps from 
that strength of character and tactful discrimination 
that was her inheritance from her dead father, was by un- 
spoken agreement the head and front of the moyement 
that was shortly to shape itself into a struggle that was 
to make the name of the Barriston mills famous in labor 
circles. 

Day by day the tyrannies of John Gannan continued, 
and day by day Bosalie, aided by the supposed Jamea 
Baird, welded the disorganized workmen into a compact 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



In the Haunts of Fashion and Folly. 79 

oiganisatioii that, when the hour came, was to cause coD' 
stematioQ to John Garman. 

Arthur would have ended the farce long ago, for the 
injusticeB his employees and fellow-workmen suffered 
made his heart bleed. But it was a deep game be was 
playing, and he thought it best to let matters take their 
course, and then in the future he could compensate the 
toilers in his mills more fully for their past and present . 



Besides, he vas interested — interested in the work- 
people from whom, as he had told Charles Uarbury, he 
had come — interested in golden-haired Bosalie. 

For Arthur Barriston realized at last that he had met 
his fate. 

He bad not spoken of his love to Bosalie, but some 
secret bond of sympathy between them told the girl she 
loved him — toH her that he loved her, too. 

The mill accepted them as sweethearts, and Arthur's 
attitude toward the gentle girl vas that of deference and 
teademesB. 
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At the meetingB of the Torkers theee two were alwajB 
the leading spiiits, 

Arthur had comrinced Eosalie that the sapposed 
young Bairiston was well disposed toward bis workmen. 

"I believe a strike is a last resort," be said, "but for 
some strange reason this young man, fresh from college, 
who, though we all seem to think, detests John Carman, 
is nnable to do anything for ns. Perhaps his bands ue 
tied for reasons ve do not know and a strike will cot the 
Gordian knot." 

One day Bosalie suggested that they have a secret cnn- 
f erence with the young mill-owner. 

Arthnr agreed, and it was not hard for him, who bad 
secret meetings himself with his chmn constantly, to ar- 
range a conference. 

The three met — Bosalie, representing the workpeople 
of the Barriston mills; Charles Morbury, whom she 
thought tbeir owner, and Arthur Barriston, the young 
Sjan sbe only knew as James Baird^ her leUow-workei 
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and lier aid in her plans to help all who toiled beneath 
the pitilefls eye of John Gannaii. 

Charles Marbnry, impereonating young BarriEton, 
gaven them to understand, ae the real Arthur had sug- 
gested; that his hands were tied and when "James 
Baird" asked if he thought a strike would be a radical 
bnt effective plan of clearing up the atmosphere, had 
given them a peculiar look and said : 

"I leave that all to the good judgment and sound 
sense of Mr. Baird." 

As they walked home that ni^t from the hotel where 
the supposed yonng Barriston was stopping, Arthur took 
Advantage of a deserted street to seek out Bosalie's 
trembling hand and say: 

"Bosalie, I love yon. Love yon more than you know. 
I believe yon worthy of the heart and hand of a better 
man than I, but will yon be my wife?" 

She raised ber &ce to his and be coold see her eyes 
ym^ wet with t«an^ 
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"I have learned to love yon, too," she said; '^u have 
been so kinci, so good to me. Bnt as things ore, what 
happiness can there be in a povert; go dull and degrad- 
ing as that of us roiserahle mill- workers? It stifles love, 
it deadens hope, it dolls all life and happiness. As 
much as I love yon, as much ae you love me, there yet 
remains our duty to those around us. When the Barrk- 
ton mills pass out from the control of John Garman, 
when young Arthur Barriston comes to his own, wh^ 
those who toil in these great mills have a chance for 
human happiness and a share, however slight, in the . 
wealth they create, then I will become your wife. For 
to this purpose, the helping of the wage slaves in these 
mills to happiness and a betterment of their condition, is 
a mission to which I have sworn to devote myself." 

She seemed as one inspired. 

Arthur Barriston drew her to him and kissed her. 

"It shall all come true sooner than you dream, dear 
Bosalie," he said. 
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There had been several conferences, with Marbury 
maequerading as Arthur BarriEton. Arthur had con- 
fided hiB love for the fair young mill girl to his friend, 
and Charles, who admired and respected Rosalie hersalf, 
had approved of Arthnr's choice. 

In one of these interviews Rosalie had spoken of the 
idle lives of the rich and fashionable, and young Mar- 
bury had suggested that she should accompany him to 
the opera and afterward to a celebrated after-the-theatre 
restaurant. She had told Arthur of the invitation and 
he had advised her to accept it. 

It was to he a secret from every one save the three, as 
all their meetings had been. 

On the day of the evening when Rosalie was to ac- 
company Marbury to the opera there had been a stormy 
scene at the mill. 

Marbury had reported to Arthur his suspicions that 
the books had been tampered with, and Arthur had told 
him to investigate, as it was near the time matters coold 
be brought to a crisis. 
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The Money Spider, as nsual, was at the mill with Glai^ 
man, when Marbnry c^ne in, and, to the great confitep- 
nation of both, commenced to examine the hoots. 

It took but a few moments to show him many dis- 
crepancieB and errors. 

But, to the surprise of the conspirators, not only were 
the ledgers balanced to show a bare meeting of expenses 
in the operations of the mill, but a further examination 
proved that some thousands of dollars, just how many it 
could not be told at such short accounting, had been 
stolen by some one. 

The Money Spider and John Garman exchanged a 
look of relief. 

Philip Thorton, the head bookkeeper, their tool, bad 
transcended Ms instructions and had robbed the mill on 
hia own account I 

With this fact in their hands, the conspirators felt 
sure they could hold the dishonest bookkeeper to si- 
lencf^ under promise of standing by him when young 
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BarriBton was out of the way. For they h«d pretended 
to their tool that they were only endeaYoring to show a 
loss of profit and bo coax yonng Barriston to sell ont. 

The bookkeeper, Philip Thorton, had been the son of 
a fellow-workman of the late William Barriston. 

The owner of the mill had taken a fancy to the bright 
Bon of his comrade, and in tlic days of his prosperity 
had had young Philip educated, and later put him in the 
office of the mill, where he rose to be head bookkeeper. 

Unfortunately, Philip Thorton was a gambler, and 
being already behind in his accounts, he listened to the 
suggestion of John Gorman and the Afoney Spider, and 
tampered with the books. 

Tom by thoughts of his disloyalty to the son of his 
benefactor, but driven on by his debts and his desire for 
gambling, Philip Thorton had plunged deeper into the 
Tories. 

He had taken to drink and to drugs in his nerrousness 
9iid remorse^ and at the time that Marbnry discoveie^ 
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the defalcations and diEcrepancies the nnfortan&te man 

WEB not in the office. 

Inquiry developed the iact that he had sent word be 
was ill. 

"We bad better get him safe in the Tombs," whis- 
pered the Money Spiden, "If this bogus Barriston gets 
at him Hret he may confess, and we do not want any un- 
pleasant thing like that to happen until the real Arthur 
Baniston is out of the way." 

Then they suggested to Marbury that he wait until 
Thorton turned up to explain. 

But that very evening a warrant for the arrest of 
Philip Thorton for forgery and embezzlement was awom 
out by Burton Westley. 

Already the Money Spider waa taking a proprietary 
interest in the mills. 



Charles Marbury met the false James Bair^ and Bos^- 
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lie by appointment, and the anppoeed young Barriston 
and the mill girl vent to the opera. 

Arthur himself votild have accompanied them, but he 
did not deem that a safe thing to do at the present time. 

Wishing them a pleasant evening, he parted from his 
sweetheart and his friend. 

It was a pleasant evening to Bosalie. 

She had resolved to take advantage of the occasion to 
pour into the sympathetic ear of the young man ehe 
thonght the owner of the mills she worked in the de- 
plorable condition of her fellow-workers there. 

In justice to her it must be said that she poured forth 
her eloquent recital of their wrongs during such occa- 
sions as the entr'actes permitted. 

Harbury listened deferentially and promised that he 
would leave it all to James Baird, and when the time 



And so Kosalie was happy — happy because she felt 
sore her words had their effect upon the frank and in- ' 
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terested young man beside her; happy becanse she loved 
music, and to her the opera was a treat as pleasant ae it 
was unusual. 

After the opera they vent to the fashionable lestanr- 
ant where upper teudom meet to discuss the play over 
their midnight dinners. 

They sought a quiet corner beneath a large artificial 
palm, and Bosalie vatched the glittering scene arotind 
her with absorbing interest, and contrasted, though with 
no feeling of envy, her neat, darlc gown with the mag- 
nificent costumes of the grand dames who swept lan- 
guidly into the place, their bosoms and fingers blazing 
with gems a single one of which represented as much as 
she could earn by the toil of many months. 

Idttle did she dream that it was fate that they should 
see in this resort of the rich and idle a grim tragedy with 
which they were both concerned. 

And little did she or Charles Marbury know that the 
two who hated them with the hate of hell, John Garman 
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a&d Marcia VarBton, sat screened from their Tiew from 
Behind a parterre of flovers, watching their every move 
with eager eyes. 

Bot EoBalie was cddresslng Marbuiy as "Mr. Barris- 
ton," and recounting oat incident after incident of John 
Garman's cruelty and oppression. While as for Mar- 
bury, he was interested in the strange actions of a man 
who had entered, and it is to be feared was not paying 
the attention to Hosalie's story that politeness might 
have demanded. 

The newcomer was a man of abont thirty-five, his face 
was Beared with the marks of dissipation. 

Deep black circles were around his eyes, but in them, 
there was a wild, drawn look as if of despair. 

He was faultlessly attired, but his clothes were cmehed 
and disordered. 

■ He flung himself into a chair and commenced to fin- 
ger nervously with the tablecloth. 

He seemed to see no one, yet all the time he fnrtively 
glanced toward the door. 
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Arthur had given a low whistle of Burprise, for he had 
recognized the man, when a low voice said, 'Thilip 
Thorton, I want yon on a charge of forgery." 

"Who makes the charge?" he asked, huskily. 

"Burton Westley," was the reply. 

A scream of anguish from the lips of Philip Thorton 
brought the diners to their feet. 

"He has betrayed me, but I will never be taken alive 
to suffer for the crimes he led me into I" cried the unfor- 
tunate, fear-maddened bookkeeper of the Barriston 
mills; and before the detective could pn.7ent him he 
drew a revolver from his pocket, pressed it to his temple 
and fired, 

"God help ub!" exclaimed Marbury, as he held the 
fainting form of Eosalie in his arms, shielding her from 
the stampede of terror-stricken men and women who 
fled the scene, "this is more work of the Money Spider!" 

A mocking laugh seemed to answer his words from be- 
hind a parterre of flowers at his back. 
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THE STRIKE AT THB BABBISTON UILLB. 

The Buicide of Philip Thorton, the bookkeeper of the 
Barriston mills, in the faBhionable reataurant bad its ef- 
fect upon those directly interested in the tragedy. 

To Bosalie it gave a shock from which she recovered 
but slowly, and for days the dramatic death of the nn- 
fortnnate man vrho John Garman and the Money Spider 
first tempted and then betrayed, rose before her eyes, 
and it was with difficulty she freed herself from tbe 
hannting horror of its remembrance. 

John Garman and the Money Spider took it as a dis- 
pensation of Providence in their favor, for such wretches 
look upon events that assist them in their nefarious 
schemes as dispensations dnq them for their master vil- 
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The suicide of the embezzlii^ bookkeqter removed 
from their path a man vho knew too much and who 
might haye caused them trouble had he lived. 

Perhaps the Money Spider, who had emisEaries every- 
where, knew the condition of mind Thoiton had he^i in, 
and his plan of arresting liim while he was frenzied with 
remorse and drugs was with the hope that he wonid de- 
etroy himself, as he had done. 

Marcla Yareton, who had been, with John Garman, a 
hidden spectator of Philip Thorton's dc:ith, had viewed 
it unmoved. 

In her eventful career ehe had. been witness to many 
such affairs, and it was she who had laughed at Mar- 
bury's anguished accusation of the Money Spider. 

Por she had always disliked Arthur's chum, tii in ki n g , 
and perhaps rightly, he was in a measure responsible for 
the fact that her influence over the young owner of fte 
Barriston mills had waned. 

Then, too, the terror of Eosalie, who, nnnfled to auoh 
sights, had fainted, was sweet to her. 

D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



The Strike at the Barriston Mills, 95 

Harcia Yarston waa consumed vith two pasdons now 
— loTe, fervid and intense, for Arthur Barriston, and 
hatred nnd jealousy for the fair girl who had won his 
heart. 

With Arthnr the death of Thorton bad a sobering ef- 
feet. 

'^t is time this tragedy of error was ended," he said 
to Marbury. "I have seen enough to show me that the 
greed of John Garman and Burton Westley is at the 
bottom of all the misery in the mills. They are men 
who will stop at nothing, and while I am not ready yet 
to throw off my disguise, it is time that matters are 
brought to a criBiB. You have seen what they have done 
to mislead us aa to the mill's profits, with the aid of the 
unfortunate man who now lies dead by his own hand. 
We can let this thing go no further !" 

And 80 they planned a eouf d^etat, little thinking that 
the conspirators knew their disguises and their motives 
abnost as well as they knew them themselves. 
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The next da; there was a meeting of the work people 
of the Barriston mills, and a reeolutiou proposed b; 
BoBalle and seconded b; the supposed James Baiid, that 
they wait opon their employers and demand a linng 
wage, was carried unanimously. 

At noon, with Arthur and Bosalie at their head, the 
workers in the Barriston silk mills marched in an oi^ 
derly manner to the factory offices. 

John Gannan came to the door scowling ominously. 

"What do yon want?" he asked, fiercely. 

Nemo, the deaf mute negro attendant of the Money 
Spider, wheeled his villainous master to the doorway by 
Gannan's side. 

At their back stood Marbniy, a serious look upon his 
handsome face. 

The clerks had stopped their work also and grouped in 
behind the superintendent, the crippled usurer and the 
young man they thought the owner of the rniUs but 
whom they deemed was under the fell influence of the 

detested Money Spider as John Gannan evidently was. 

* 
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The;, like the workmen, had heard Etrange romors 
that young Barriston, disgusted at the fact that the great 
mills were no longer a paying investment, had decided to 
sell out to his kinsman, the crippled Money Spider, and 
that John Garman would profit both in purse and power 
by the new arrangement. 

At Qarman'B query the mill folk stood silent, and then 
Eosalie and Arthur stepped forward from the sullen 
ranks. 

Sosalie was first to speak. 

"We know," she began, "that these mills are paying 
well; we know that our wages are not sufficient to keep 
body and soul together. Many of us here have worked 
their whole lives almost in these mills. They knew the 
father of the young Mr, Barriston there when he was a 
workman like themselves. They know that when he 
was alive their lot was difEerent, 

"They know that William Barriston had planned a 
better lot in life for the (aithf^ employees whose h^di- 
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work tiad nude him rich. They come to aak that the 
Bon of the dead man carry out these purposes, that he 
does Bomething to soften their hard and half -requited 
toil. 

"They have come to ask that he stay among them as 
his father Btaycd, to look upon his workpeople as his 
fcUow-man and woman and not the mere slaves whose 
{lesh and blood, whose hopes and happiness are woven 
in the patterns of their looms! 

"They ask that he rescind the purpose they hear is his 
to desert them in the hour they have long waited, 
watched and prayed for, the day when as the son of their 
kind-hearted employer and benefactor, William Barria- 
ton, he should come to his own I" 

A chorus of cheers greeted Bosalie's appeal to young 
Marbury. 

But he said nothing, and the scowls upon the faces of 
Garman and the Money Spider were blacker than ever. 

Then Arthur stepped forward. 
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Oannan glanced at him with an ironical Bmile. 

"What have you to say?" he cried, "You are a fine 
spokeBman, sorely I You are a stranger we took in. 
You have not worked here two months, and yet, for- 
sooth, yon have yotir wrongs already, and lead these mis- 
guided dogs to idleness and violence! Begone! Leave 
these works, James Baird, if that be your right name. 

"And as for you, you fools," here hie glance swept the 
army of worker^ "get back to your loopjsl Be thank- 
ful you are not thrown out to starve such times as these, 
and let us have no more of this drivel of stairation and 
oppression I" 

But Arthur waited until he finished bis harsh har- 
angue, and then he spoke slow and low, and yet loud 
enough to be heard clear back to the last row of the pale- 
faced men and women at his back. 

"We also ask," he said, "nay, we demand, that the 
owner of these mills deprive this John Garman of his 
place and power as superintendent. Some of bis crimes 
pre known apd others are guessed at, 
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Here Garman tmned pale, and the Money Spider, 
worried though he was, gave him ft Bearching glance as 
the supposed James Baird continued : 

"We ask that we he given a share in the pTOfita of this 
mill, as was the dying wish of William Barriston, who 
created the wealth that now supports the son who hears 
these woFds. We aek for fairer treatment. A shorter 
workday. We ask that John Garman go at once. And 
we further denied that his aid and accomplice, in whose 
power he seems to he, go with him. We mean Burton 
Westley, the Money Spider I" 

Charles Marbury stepped forward as if to speak, but 
John Garman stayed him with a furiotts gesture. 

"How dare you come here and prate of William Bar- 
riston and his foolish whims!" he cried. "What do you 
mean, you crazy fools, of speaking of the wealth he cre- 
ated? Who invented the machines that made his 
wealth, that made his nulls? 

"Walter Wickfordl" answered a hollow voice, that 
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ceme from eomewbere in the rear, vhere a group of 
women stood. 

John Oannan staggered as if he had been Btmck, bat 
drew himself together and continued: 

"It was I — I — ^you fools. William Barriston took ad- 
vantage of my need, and I signed awaj two-thirds rights 
in my invention. Thanks to me, yon have bread to put 
into your months, and his son is a millionaire. Mr. 
Westley, whom this young anarchist denounces, is a 
relative of this young man. In these days of keen com- 
petition and over-production he comes forward with the 
assistance of his advice in business matters and his for- 
tmie, if necessary, to tide the Barriston mills over the 
hard times. The books — " 

But Charles Marbury stepped forward. 

"The books lie I" he cried. "They have been tarn- 
pered with and falsified by Philip Thorton, who Idlled 
himself in a Broadway restaurant last n^ht, just as he 
TV88 arrested (oj- hie crime. These books will show, 
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Then his false entriee are diBproved, that the Bamston 
mills were never more prosperous. The Bon of "William 
BarristoD, I can promise you, has no intention of selling 
ont his interest. He has been closer to you in your 
hours of trial than you know. Every hope his father 
cherished of aiding and treating fairly the men and 
women whose welfare and happiness were dear to him 
his son will carry ont to the letter and more I" 

A cheer that was re-echoed again and again arose from 
the assembled workers. 

"God bless you, sir!" cried one old grizzled weaver. 
"1 worked beside your father in the old days," He 
turned to his companions and waved his ragged cap, 
"Didn't I tell you, hoys," he shouted, "that young Bar- 
riston would set things right?" 

A grim smile stole over the face of the Money Spider. 

"We were prepared for a scene of this sort," he said, 
"Ton do right to praise William Barriston for his good 
sense and acumen, Jf'Qt only was it shown in the hard 
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bargain he drove with John Oarman, the inventor of the 
machine that made him a milKonaire, bat he also fore- 
eaw this day and prepared for it. Produce the docu- 
ment, Garmanl" 

At these voids Garman entered the ofBce andj open- 
ing the great safe, unlocked a secret compartment and 
drew forth a sealed paper. 

He broke the seal and produced a statement written 
in the large sprawling hand of the late William Barria- 
t«n. 

So large and clearly was it written that those in the 
front rank could see the date. 

It was of ten years before. The docnment ran in this 
fashion : 

'Imposing, as I do, full.confidenee in the fidelity of 
John Garman, to whose faithful service as superinten- 
dent, and to whom as the inventor of the patents that 
have made these mills, the greatest of their kind in the 
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United States, I desire to shov m; confidence and 
esteem, I leave him full and complete control of these 
mills upon mj death. I ask only that he he guided by 
m; esteemed and respected relative. Barton Westley, to 
whose sonnd advice and ripe judgment I owe much. If 
at any time when my eon, Artbnr Barriston, comes of 
age, he ghould endeavor to conduct these mills contrary 
to the advice of ray superintendent, John Garman, and 
my relativft and adviser. Burton Westley, I vest these 
two with full authority by this document. They are to 
do as their judgment dictates in all matters pertaining 
to the mill and its aSairs, and should my son set himself 
against their wishes he is to be relieved of all share in 
the management of the mill and receive only the income 
derived &om the dividends paid upon the stock held in 
trust for him. I make and sign this instnunent because 
of the confidence I feel in the said John Garman and 
Barton Westley, and from the fact that my son, as a 
young man, may be led away, as I wa«^ by foolish ideas 
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of socialism and a desire to pamper the work people in 
these mills and make them dissatisfied with their lot in 
life, all of which were among the visionary schemes of 
my own foolish youth. William Barhiston." 

A groan arose from the men and women who had lis- 
tened with anguish in their hearts to these cruel words. 

Arthur Barriston stepped forward, his face working 
with rage. But Marhniy made him a sign and he re- 
strained himself. 

Then Marhnry took the document. 

"Either this is a forgery," he said, "or else it was ob- 
tained under duress and intimidation." 

Qarman and Weatley turned to him with sinister 
smiles. 

"It is in the handwriting of the builder of these mills," 
replied the latter, "and it is signed by William Barriston 
himself and witnessed by three men, Philip Thorton, 
John Garman and myself." 
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"The firet man you name died last night by his own 
hand when detected in his villainy; as. for the other two 
names upon it, I regard them as of little worth as his," 
answered Marbury, hotly. 

He was almost in a condition wherein he believed he 
was Arthur Barriston. 

And so earnest was his manner that even in the pain- 
ful silence that followed the reading of this strange men- 
ace from the dead the whilom James Baird could scarce- 
ly repress a smile. 

'HTes," said Marbury, "I believe that document as false 
as the men whose names are attached." 

'TVe will leave that for the courts to decide," replied 
the Money Spider, drily. 

Then John Garman, clutching the fatal paper in Us 
knotted fist, turned again to the Barriston operatives, 

"You heard that, didn't you?" he cried. "So back to 
your looms, and every man and woman of you is docked 
double for the time you have wasted here with your 
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tbreate and idle vaporings. Rosalie Wickford and 
James Baird, yon are disnuBsed. Step to tbe window 
and receive what wages may be dne yon. As for yon, 
yonng socialietic sir," here he tnmed to Charlee Mar^ 
bury, "be off!" By the terms of this paper you have for- 
feited all rights to any muiagement in the Barriston 
mills you might have had did you not endeavor to in- 
terfere with affaire in which you had no right to med- 
dle." 

Charles Marbury sprang at the speaker and, grasping 
him by the throat, shook him as a terrier shakes a rat. 

Nemo, the powerful deaf mute negro, woold have 
sprang to the aid of his master's friend, but the Money 
Spider gave him a sign to stay his hand. 

Perhaps Burton Westley rather enjoyed the trouncing 
John Garman got at the hands of the enraged young 

The mill people certainly did, and Garman would 
have suffered severely if one James Baird, a workman in 
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{he mill and a leader of the strikere, had not aeparated 
the struggling men. 

Before John Oarman had recovered hiB breath the 
vork people had solemnly filed out the factory gate, with 
Jamee Baird and Rosalie Wickford at their head, while 
last in the line came Charles Marbnry. 

And thus, with the real owner at their head as their 
leader and the supposed owner accompanying them in 
open ^mpathy, the silk workers went forth from the 
great towering factories and the strike at the Barriston 
Silk MiUb had begun. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

UABOIA DB0LABE8 HEB KIND. 

The strike was on. 

It w&B all in the present day — ^the age of injunction. 

Through the power of attorney, which the paper bo 
etntngely produced the day of the strike, a paper which 
even experts snmmoned by Marbury would not Eweat waa 
other than what it purported to be — a document written 
and signed by the late William Barriston — the Money 
Spider and Garman restrained the supposed Arthur Bar- 
xiston from entering bis own mills, by order of the 
courts, from the day the employees walked out resolved 
not to return until a living wage was paid them and the 
power of Garman was curbed. 

For some reason best known to themselves, perhaps it 
iras because they thought it would be easier to get the 
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real Arthur Barrieon otit of the way while he was im- 
perEOQating James Baird, vorkman, the Money Spidei 
and Garnmn gave no sign either in the injtmction pro- 
ceedings or afterward that they knew Charlea Marbury 
for other than who he pretended to be. 

They had their plans laid earefnlly, and to expose the 
two ybong men vae no part of them bo far. 

So the strike went on. 

Arthur, as "James Baiid/' cheered the wavering men 
and women, who had almost lost hope now that they sav 
that the young man they supposed the lightfnl owner of 
the works could do nothing for them under the injunc- 
tion Gannan and Westley had secured, which restrained 
him from entering bis own mills unless with the consent 
of the Money Spider and his accomplice. 

The question of the fraudulent bookkeeping the Court 
refused to discuss, telling Marbury that he could call for 
an accounting and an auditing of the books under the 
regular process of law followed in such cases. 
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Garman and Westley swore that the diBcrepanciea in 
the ledgers were the work of Philip Thorton, suicide and 
confessed embezzler, and there the matter rested. 

Charles Marbury attended the meetings of the strikers 
and, nnder Arthur's instructions, assured them that he 
would personally pay each man and woman his or her 
wages out of the Barrlston estate. 

"While you light Garman and Burton Westley by an 
orderly, but none the less determined, strike," he said, 
"I will fight them in the courts. It will yet be proved 
that the document they flout so proudly is a forgery I" 

While the aid of the supposed Arthur Barriston was 
accepted at first, it was accepted rather grudgingly. 

While grateful to him for the help, without which 
they could not hare remained idle a week, such was their 
necesaity, yet they wonid have preferred to work for 
what they received. 

Not one of them cared to eat the bread of idleness, 
and as the weeks went by and those in power at the Bar- 
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riston maia gave no sign of yielding, they grew restlesB 
and the more timorous and faint-hearted advocated com- 
pTomiae. 

It vas at ancb times as tbes^ when the aid of Marhnry 
brought no comfort, and the eloquence of Arthur roused 
no hope, that gently golden-haired Bosalie Wickford's 
entreaties to them to stand firm, and her impaeaioned 
prophecies that they would win, kept them compact, 
though Qarman and the Money Spider tampered with 
the weak and venal in their ranks. 

The love that Arthur bore this brave and beautifnl 
girl deepened as tbe weeks went on. 

Day by day he saw more strength and loveliness in her 
noble character. 

He saw in her a tender, constant, loving woman, self- 
sacrificing and self-reliant, and day by day her intell^ 
gence and sweetness of disposition ripened and developed 
nnder the strain she bore, with the hopes, the happiness, 
tbe welfare of her fellow-workers on her mind, and the 
hope that th^ might win forever in her tbonghts. 
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With that grave grace that was her chiefeet charm, 
she bad accepted him as her fnture husband, hat this, as 
Bhe had told him the night he had first spoken his love 
for her, was dependent upon the happy ending to the 
tronbles that beset them. 

"When Arthur Barriston comes into the control of 
these mills — when there is just recompense given the 
wage slaves who have toiled to make him rich — when the 
haggard faces I see around me are lit with the sunshine 
(rf happiness — then I will be yonr wife," she had said. 

And by every means at his command Arthur sought to 
effect this consummation, but ever in his path, marring 
the happiness of them all, stood John Qarman and West- 
l«y Barton* the Money Bidder I 



At the mill, dark and dismal and silent now, the con- 
spirators were assembled. 

It was true that they had given no Dgn of yielding, 
yet anxiety was in boUi tiieir faces. 
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In fact, 80 doleful vere the villainoiiB pair that Maicia 
Yareton, who vas at the conference, laughed outright at 
their serious appearance. 

"Cheer up !" she said, "Of a certainly it has never 
been my lot to l3e in the company of two such ntefnl- 
looMng gentlemen I" The Money Spider snarled, notic- 
ing the emphasis she put upon the word gentlemen. 

"That IB all right for yon to say, yon unscrnpnlons 
devil!" he snapped, with an nngallant meaning in hia 
ungallant words. "You can seek other men of monc^ 
if our plans fail as and we go to prison for the desperate 
deeds we have done. But we are tied hand and foot by 
this strike. Curse the dogs ! The; would have given in 
long ago but for the lavish way these puppies ponr out 
their money to support these anarchists in their idleness! 
TTnless they give in we will be ruined. Without Arthur 
Barriston's capital how can we keep this mill idle in this 
manner? I surely am not going to waste my hard* 
earned money to do it, and as for Garman, the spend- 
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thrift fool hsB gambled and wasted away every cent be 
has made honestly and every dollar he has stolen I" 

Qannan growled uneasily at thus heing characterized 
ly Wefltley, hut such was his fear of the paralyzed usurer 
that he dared not raise hiB voice. 

"It is lucky," continued the Money Spider, "that 
Philip Thorton's confession that he forged the power of 
attorney which gave us control fell into my hands in- 
stead of Arthur BarTistou's, or rather this college cad, 
Marbury'B, whom Thorton accepted as the son of the 
man who gave him his start in life!" 

"We must do something," said Oarman. "Why do we 
sit here hemoaning like women. Let ub delay no longer. 
The girl out of the way and Arthur Barriston dead (who 
vill raise a hue and cry over the disappearance of James 
Baird, a tramp workman?) we can soon dispoee of this 
masquerading Marbury I" 

At these words Marcia Tarston roused herself to sud- 
oral fury. "Do what ypn vJU with this girl, Rosalie 
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Wiekfoxd," die said, "for I hate herl" Her eyes fiashed 
and her hoaom heaved. "Do with her as yon will, bnt 
harm one hair of Arthiir Barriston's head and I will see 
that the both of yon go to the electric chair for it, 
though it cost me my own life !" 

"What is ArthTU* Barrieton to yon, you hnzzj?" 
screamed the Money Spider. 

"He is eveiything in the world to mel" cried Marcia, 
in fnriouB accents. "The girl may die an outcast in the 
streets, she may be made mad by yoor crimes as her 
mother was, for all I care; but Arthur Barrieton mhst 
not be harmed for I, God help me! I love him!" 

John Qarman rose as if to strike her, for he loved this 
handsome, daring woman, and his love was brutality. 

The adventuress stepped back as he came toward her 
and drew a gleaming, jewelled dagger from her bosom, 
when a low cry from Burton Westley stopped them both 
' at the beginning of a struggle that meant death to one 
or both, for Marcia Yarston was a desperate woman, witl^ 
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nerreB of steel. Another cry of horror rose to the lipB 
of the Money Spider, he ess&yed to raise his paralyzed 
right arm, the deaf mute negro, Nemo, sprang forward, 
too — there at the window stood again the wraith of mnr- 
dered Walter Wickfordl 



So the strike went on. 

The meetings were still lai^ely attended, but even 
Bosalie could gee that the enthusiasm of the strikers had 
waned, and there had been little enough of this from the 
moment Garman had read the strange document William 
Barriaton had left to cover his memory with obloquy. 

She was ever present, arranging social affairs to re- 
lieve the tedium of their idleness; she visited the sick 
and cheered the doubting. 

Every day and every night with the two friends she 
was at the hall where the strikers met. She was al- 
most as much in the company of the pretended owner of 
th? mill? now as she was in Arthur's, 
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She had charge with the Buppoeed Jamee Baird of the 
distribution of the weekly wages Marhury paid the etrik- 
ere. Bat after six weeks of this the Btrikers received it 
unwillingly. 

Finally a protest was made that could not he ignored 
or paesed over as the individual ones had heen. 

A delegation waited on Arthur, Charles and Bosalie. 
Donald Grant, the same old grizzled workman who had 
spoken at the meeting at the mill office the first day of 
the strike, led the delegation. 

"We have been out on strike for six weeks now," he 
said, "and it doesn't look as if Garman or this Burton 
Weetley, who is the worst of the two, will give in. Bat 
to take young Mr. Barriston's money goes against the 
grain. We can't stand this state of affairs much longer. 
We know what you have done, are doing and are atill 
willing to do for ub. But the boys don't think it right 
and neither do I. Of course we are deeply grate- 
ful to you, Mr. Barriston (here h^ bowed to Mar- 
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bniy); without your help we would have starved, for 
none of us was making enough money under John Gai- 
man's wages to keep us in decent food anC clothes, much 
less to have a strike fund. We acknowledge all you have 
done for us in this matter, but we have come, my mates 
and I, to say we can accept it no longer. We don't mean 
surrender, but we will get along as best we can until 
either Garman and Westley give in or we are compelled 
to go back to work at whatever they are willing to pay." 

In vain Marbury, and then Arthur and Eosalie en- 
deavored to dissuade them. They stood firm in their re- 
solve. 

They would fight it oat as best they could, but not 
another cent of the Barriston millions would they accept 
60 long as that cruel last document of the old employer 
they had known as a friend and fellow-workman stood 
accepted as g^iuine. 

Word of all this was brought to Garmui and th? 
Money Spider by their spies, 
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The Money Spider rubbed bis hands. 

"The fight ia all but won," he said. "Now is the time 
to act. With Marbury called away, with Arthur Barria- 
ton dead and this girl, Bosalie Wickford^ gone no one 
knows where, they will come hack humble enough. We 
will be the masters of the mill then, John, and I leave 
them to you. You will grind them down, John, yon 
will grind them down !" 

John Qarman said no word, but he clutched the arms 
of the office chair he sat in and gritted bis teeth to- 
gether in the strength of his resolve. 

In fancy he was again the master of the wage slaveB in 
the Barriston mills and grinding them down, body and 
soul I 



A woman edged her way to Bosalie's side the night 
when the workmen had refused ta longer accept of Ar- 
thur Barriston's bounty. 

"Tpur mother is acting c^ueer again," she said j "I pq^ 
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do nothing' witli her. Yon must come to the house at 
once. She is violent" 

Sosalie had been expecting just ench a message. 
Since the night she had seen Arthur Barriston at the 
gate with her daughter, Mrs. Wickiord's malad; had 
been more marked. 

Kogalie had heard her coming and going at the dead 
of night, Bhe had fancied; but then, again, she deemed 
this to be but the illusions of her worried dreams. 

But this she did know, that her mother locked herself 
up for hours in the room in which were kept the belong- 
ings of the dead Walter Wickford. 

And now that the strike was on and the great mills 
stood silent her mother would stand for hours at the 
door after dark, repeating over and over again : 

"What keeps Walter so long at the mill? It closed 
down hours and hours ago." 

SoBalie hurried from the hall, sad at heart. So pre- 
occupied was she that she walked as one in a dream. 
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The night was dark, and she had hurried from the 
hall without telling either Arthur or Marbnry of what 
had called her hence. 

The shade of a great oak flung itself acrosa the path 
beside the gate; she stood in its shadow, feeling for the 
latch, when of a sudden two strong anns were around 
her. 

A heavy cloth was thrown over her head and she sank 
back unconeciouB in the grasp of Nemo, Burton West- 
ley's deaf mate attendant. 

The next instant a carriage, the horses to which were 
laBbed to a run, was whirling away from the neighbor- 
hood of the Earrieton mills. 

Pretty, golden-haired Hosalie Wiefcford was in the 
Money Spider's web I 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

■ PLOT AND COUNTBEPLO*. 

The same night Bosalie was abducted Charles Maf- 
buiy returned to his hotel, to find a telegram awaiting 
him; it was from his home and read: 

"Come at oncej your mother is dying." 

It was signed by his father. 

Hurriedly writing a letter to Arthur, telling him of 
the sad journey he was called upon, and bidding him to 
give some plausible excuse for his absence to Sosalie and 
the strikers, he was at the Jersey City depot within the 
hour, and had taken a train to his far-away Southern 
home. 

Shocked as he was at this message from Marbury, Ar- 
thur was to have that day a sadder surprise. 
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It was to find that Bosalie bad disappeared, aa if the 
earth had swallowed her up. 

No one could tell him more than what he knew — ^that 
JBhe had been last seen leaving the hall for home after the 
delegation of strikers had announced to Marhury that 
ih^ could no longer receive further pecuniary asBiBtance 
from him; 

He searched for her everywhere, even going so for as 
to brave the injunction and entering the almost deserted 
mills. 

Gaiman and the others saw him enter the factory 
yard, but when they noticed the awful look of grim de- 
termination upon his face, brave as the villains wer^ 
they dared not attempt to stop him in his search. 

Furthermore, they knew the futility of it. 

How could he find her? Where had they hidden her? 
What had they done to her? 

"God have mercy upon them !" he said, "if she has sof- 
fered injury at their bands I For I will spend the re''t 
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of my life and all my wealth bat that this black de«l 
ahall be avenged." 

He gave the excuse \o the strikers to explain Mar- 
bury's non-appearance that the suppoaed Arthur Bar- 
riston had been called away on law business in connec- 
tion with his Bnit against the conspirators who had eject- 
ed him ^m his mill. 

He said nothing about Bosalie. 

But the strikers were not slow to detect by the sad- 
ness of "James Baird's" manner that Bomething was 
radically wrong, 

"Arthur Barriaton has left as to our fate," they said. 
"Thongh, God help us, we mean no offense to him. It 
was bitter to us to have to say it, but we could not take 
William Barrieton'a money after hearing that paper read. 
We will fight it out as best we con. If the worst comes 
to the worst we can go back to the mills and toil again 
on the starvation wages John Garman pays us. Even 
that is better than accepting the alms of dead William 
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BarriBton, who retracted the promises of a lifetime the 
last days of his life." 

Following close upon the heels of the news that yo^ng 
Barriston bad left them to their fate came the rumor of 
KoBalie Wiekford's disappearance. 

This was a greater blow than even the desertion of the 
supposed Arthur Barriston. 

Dismayed and disorganized, the strikers gathered in 
groups over the ball and in low tones discussed this lat- 
est calamity that had befallen them — the disappearance 
of their leader, golden-haired Kosalie Wickford. Use- 
less it was for Arthur to endeavor to rouse their droop- 
ing spirits. 

The young man they thought the owner of the mills 
they worked in ofEended and angry at them, their leader 
mysteriously gone, John Garman and the Money Spider 
trinmphant in every move they made — small wonder it 
was that the strikers seemed to realize the hopelessness 
of their struggle; and Arthur saw that thi- duration of 
the strike was but a few days more. 
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fhen abject enbiQission and a retam to ibe old oidei 
of unrequited toU, tyranny and oppreBsion. 

Ab for himself, all hie best-laid schemes had "gang- 
a-gley," The suicide of Philip Thorton left him with- 
out means to prove that the books of the mills bad been 
purposely falsified. The paper purported to be vritten 
and signed bj his father before the death of the latter 
vould, it was evident, stand in law and leave him the 
veriest outsider in the management of the mills and the 
betterment of the condition of the welfare of its workers, 
which was now the one dream of his life. 

Then, too, he was without the aid and advice of his 
clear-headed, far-seeing friend, Charles Marbury. 

Called away, as the latter was to the bedside of a dy- 
ing mother, how could he tell bow long it would be be- 
fore his stanch-hearted friend would return. 

But worst of all was the disappearance of hie Bosalie. 

He shuddered at the contemplation of what her fate 
might be at the hands of such men as John Garman and , 
Borton Weatley. 
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He knew she was in their power, but how could he 
prove it? 

How conld he reach her? How conid he save her? 

These were ever his anguished thoughts. 

He saw, too, that withont Rosalie's presence hia influ- 
ence over the strikers was gone. 

A growing feeling that they regarded him as a Btrang- 
er and interloper, was confirmed \pj their actions toward 

On his way to the hall a woman had called after him 
in opprohrions terms. 

The striker's wife only openly voiced what was now 
the secret thought of most of them. 

They held the newcomer responsible for all the mis- 
eries that would now follow this futile and disastrous 
strike. 

They knew that Bosalie loved him, and, while they 
had not lost their love and confidence in her, yet they 
bhuned him for having urged her on to start the strike. 
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They had seen "James Baiid" and Eosalie Wickford 
together too often not to know that she loved him. It 
was he, they thought, who had caused all their tronhle. 

He had left the hall again in his vain Eearch for Bosa- 
lie, and during bis absence the hot-headed and foolish 
among the strikers had resolved that thqr would wreak 
upon his head revenge for the misfortune they now 
agreed this stranger, "James Eaird," had led them into. 

Some of them even suggested that he perhaps knew 
where Bosalie was. 

Word of her mother's condition since her daughter 
had disappeared had reached the hall, and many of the 
strikers were frenzied from their new-fonnd hatred of 
the man they thought responsible for the misery of 
them all. 

His reappearance in the hall was met with derisive 
cries and openly expressed threats. 

Bat for Donald Grant, the old workman who had 
headed the protest against receiving mor^ of the B&f- 
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TiBton m«iiey to support them in the strike, it wonld 
have gone bard with Arthur. 

At least they knew Donald. He had worked all Mb 
life in the mills, and when he raised his hand for silence 
they ceased their hooting and their threats. 

"Lads," he said, "I am ashamed of you, I know it ia 
only human nature to look for some one to pnt thahlaoio 
upon when we have failed. But that James Baird is a 
stanch and honest man 111 stake my life ! It may be 
best that he keep a little in the background until some 
things we can't understand are explained. But he is 
true blue. 111 swear. And you all will see that the day 
will come, and it is not far away either, that you wUl 
thank me for standing here between you and him, to save 
him from your unjust anger! James Baird, I trust yon, 
and here's my hand upon it. The man who injures yon 
by word or deed will have to answer to Donald Grant !" 

Arthur grasped the homy hand of the stalwart old 
niiU niaq and vnrun^ it h^rtljr. 



D,£,,t,7P-hy Google 



plot and Counterplot. 1 29 

It was noi that he feared the threatening words or 
looks of those about him, for he was as brave as a lion 
and as strong as a Hercules. 

He did not blame them. He knew that of a necessity 
his situation and the double game he was playing had 
prevented him from giving a full account of himself and 
where he came from. 

Bosalie had accepted him for what he seemed to be, 
but then Itoealle had loved him. 

He looked aiomid tipon the pinched and sullen faceB, 
and in his heart foond no blame for the men who men- 
aced him. 

For this dogged suspicion upon faces that shoold have 
been frank and open John Garman and his years of 
grinding oppression was responsible. 

Arthur put his arm through Donald's and they walked 
to the platform together. 

All stood silent to hear what he might say. 

"Men of the Barriston millsj" he began, "I do not 
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blame yoa for yonr Bnepicions, but as my new but none 
the less etanch, tme friecd, Donald Grant, has said, you 
Till find that I will be worthy of any faith and tmet you 
may have had in me. 

"Yonng Mr. Barriston has gone, bnt he will come 
back. Rosalie Wickford has disappeared, abducted, aa 
I believe, by the same men who are responsible for all 
the misery yoa have endured, I am going away. I am 
going to find Bosalie. Something telle me that in this 
overt action of theirs, John Garman and the Money 
Spider have overreached themselves and that we shall 
win. I beg that yon will be brave and steadfast. I 
know our fight seems hopeless. I say our fight, for it is 
even more my fight than yours, for reasons you shall 
know some day. 

"In this hour of our greatest double I feel that we 
shall yet triumph over our enemies; that Rosalie shall 
be restored safe and sound to us ; that young Barriston 
^U win his suit against the men who have taken the 
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control of bis mill from him ; that the paper read to you 
will be proved a forgery. 

"DoQbt me if you will, but stay steadfast for twenty- 
four hours, and if I am alive I shall return with news of 
Boealie and from het own lipB you may leam who and 
what I am!" 

Cheers greeted Arthur's impasBioned address. A 
thousand hands were stretched forth to him. 

Once again be was their hero, their friend, their 
leader! 



Outside tbc hall a grimy-faced boy awaited him with a 
pencilled note tight clutched in bis tiny, dirty fist. 

"A beautiful lady give me this and a dollar if I would 
give it to you!" he said. "See, here is the doUar." 

Arthur tore open the note. It ran simply: 

"I am in the old factory where Burton Westley makes, 
his home. Bear Twenty-aLxth Street and the East BIyw. 
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There is a wall aroimd the place, hut you can climb it 
where jou see some brickB torn fiom its top. I am in 
a room where a hit of white cloth ia tied to the iron bars 
that cross the window to it. Come at once, no one will 
be here to-night save an old woman who attends me. 
All this I am informed by the friend who will see that 
this reaches jou. Come at once. Bobalie." 

The writing was bo like Eosalie's that Arthur was de- 
ceived. Had he stopped to reason he might have sus- 
pected a decoy, but his contempt of John Garman and 
the crippled Money Spider made him reckless of the con- 
sequences. 

Then, too, the wild thought of rescuing the girl he 
loved, single-handed and alone, would have urged him 
on, though a thousand desperadoes armed to the teeth, 
stood in his way. 

By nightfall he had reached the lair of the Money 
Spider, 

AnJijottB »B he wm, he felt it vould be best to wmt on- 
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til the Btreets were more deserted and the hour was later 
before he made bis attempt to reBCue the imprisoned girl 
he loved. 

Keeping in the shade of the houses on the opposite 
side of the street, he made a eateful reeonnoisance of the 
Money Spider's habitation. He had been a bo; when he 
had last visited it, and in those years {lie place had 
grovn to look mote grim and ruined and desolate. 

It was a great factory building surrounded by a high 
brick wall. Burton Westley had lived there as long as 
he could remember. 

The property bad come into the Money Spider's hands 
after he had betrayed and ruined the original owner. 

It had been a fine structure in its day, and it was fire- 
proof from top to bottom. But its value now was only 
in the groimd it stood on, and Burton Westley held on 
to it until he could get his price for the land. 

Arthur was not long in finding the portion of the wall 
where the bricks at the top were lowened, as Bosalie's 
pote had told, 
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Just over the wall here he could eee one of the barred 
and iron-shuttered windowB. 

Unlike the rest, this window was slightly open, ard on 
the bar was a small white piece of cloth that fluttered 
eignificantly in the night air. 

It was the window of Bosalie's prison. 

Afl the cRicks struck eleTen, he threw the end of a 
rope, onto which he had fastened an iron hook, to the 
top of the wall, and the next moment, so quickly did he 
climb, he stood in the weed-grown factory yard. 

Above him was the window. 

"Sosalie !" he whispered. 

"My darling, you have come at last! Save me, oh, 
save me!" came back the reply. 

It was the voice of Bosalie. 

The hook caught in the lower bar upon the fourth at- 
tempt, and the young athlete went up it hand over hand. 

He threw open tbe ffpn shutter and tugged at the 
baiB, 
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They gave way at the firet wrench and he stepped in- 
Bide the lOom. 

There, against a pillar snppoitiDg the roo^ tied- by 
cruel ropes, was Rosalie. 

He sprang toward her jnst as the door burst open and 
fonr men, led by the deaf mute, Nemo, were upon him 
ere he_ had time to well defend himself. 

Tet he stmck out bravely and down went the fore- 
most, a deep gash in his head from the iron hook he 
swung at the end of the rope that had helped him here. 

The second ruffian wa« sent sprawling by a well- 
directed blow under the ear, but the others closed upon 
him and, despite his struggles, bore him to the floor. 

The next instant he felt his arms pinioned and be was 
kicked brutally and told to rise. 

Followed by the sobs of Eosalie, he was raised to his 
feet and led from the room. 

As good SB a dead man now, Arthur Barriston was, in 
the bands of the Money Spider and hia gang — ^men who 
knew no men^. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

1U.BBUBT LATS A GHOST. 

Meanwhile, CharleB Marbury was speeding soath- 
ward, anxious and worried over the trouble that called 
him away and the tangled state of affairs behind him. 

The paper left in the hands of Gannan and Burton 
Westley had practically placed Arthur Barriston in a 
position where he was without any authority in the great 
mills his father had left him. 

The effect this same paper had had on the strikers was 
shown in their refusing further aid from the money of 
William Barriston, who in this paper, almost the final 
act of bis life, placed the founder of the Barriston mills 
in the position of a man who abrogates at the last hoar 
his honor-bound promises: 
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It was ae if from his grave the perjured philanthro- 
piet, false friend and faithless father, had struck a blow 
to kill their hopes and aid their eoetuy! 

It was impossible of belief. That document must be 
a forgery ! Eveiy action, every expressed wish of Will- 
iam Barriston's life had belied it. 

So ran the undercurrent of Charles Marbury's 
thoughts as the fast express bore him southward. 

Ever Tippermoet in his mind, however, was the an- 
gnished thought of his beloved mother keeping death at 
bay that she might bless him ere she died. 

He could not sleep; after feverishly tossing in his 
berth, he had risen and dressed himself and had gone 
forward to the smoking compartment of the Pullman. 
The fast express rattled on, over culverts, over bridges, 
in the hills, down the valleys, roaring and clanking 
through the night. 

Within the smoking compartment the lights burned 
dimly, bnt it was bright enough to make the night out- 
side seem one of inky darkness. 
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Marbury leaned his fevered head against the cooling 
window glass and peered out upon the dark, vague, dis- 
torted landscape. 

In company with his thought a horde of spectres 
seemed to keep pace with the rattling, rushing train. 

Dim figures that kept beside the ear, out in the night. 

A throng of faces! The faces of those that played 
their parts in this drama of heart aching realisri in 
which he was acting, too. 

Faces in the night! The face, the clear-cut, noble 
features of his friend — brave, self-reliant, resourceful 
Arthur Barriston. The imperious, scornful face of Max- 
cia Varston, the sullen, dogged, brutal face of John Gar- 
man, the soul driver; the face of beautiful, golden-haired 
Rosalie, the purity and intelligence of her mind shown 
by her shapely brow, the kindly compaesion of her de- 
voted, courageous heart shining in her clear blue eye; 
the face of Burton Westley, ghastly, cunning, malicious 
— the Money Spider at his worst I 
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And ever the clacking car wheels eeemed to say, "Tour 
raotber ib dying I Your mother is dying I" 

Then, ae if to relieve the tension of the nervouB strain 
he had been under foT the five hours he had been aboard 
the train, the air brakes soughed and clattered and the 
train came to a standBtill in Camden Station, Baltimore. 
No faces outside the window now. 
The glare of the arc lights in the station shed made 
the place more dazzling bright than day. 

Across the station hurried the crowds, passengera and 
employees, and among the fonner, making for this very 
train, a tall figure tbfit was familiar to him — the figure 
of his father t 

He sprang from his seat with a bound and met him on 
the steps. 
"Why, Charles, my son! You on this train?" 
'TTea, father," cried young Marbury, eagerly; "and 
you?" 

"Why, I have been in Baltimore since yeBta*day on 
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businesB. Didn't yon get your motheir's letter telling 
you?" 

"Then mother is well?" 

"Never better in her life, thank Heaven! her only 
trouble being the fact that yon were unable to come back 
to us after you had graduated. For she was very prond 
that you and your friend should have carried off your 
class honors, and I think she wanted to show yon off 
among our old friends in New Orieana." 

Then Charles produced the false telegram that had 
given him so much anxiely and anguish. 

His father regarded him keenly. 

"Have you an enemy who wants you out of the way?^ 
be asked. 

"Yes; fool that I was not to suspect! God knows 
what has happened to Arthur, and me two hundred miles 
away !" 

Unstrung as he was at this fresh instance of the cun- 
ning of his enemies — for he saw now that they must 
have known who he rightly was — he almost broke down. 
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His stanch old father cheered hifn up as beet be could, 
heard his story and advised his immediate retnm to New 
York by the next train that left Baltimore. 

To reassure bim he telegraphed to the mother and 
promised Charles that a telegram in reply, confirming 
ttie fact that she waa well, would be handed him when he 
reached Philadelphia on his way back. 

And so the father and Eon parted, the father taking 
the train the son had started South upon and the son re- 
turning on another that left within a few moments. 

Day was dawning as young Marbury croseed the ferry 
from Jersey City. He had not closed an eye, and hag- 
gard and worn he watched the first rays of the Bun crim- 
son the towering heights of the monster buildings 
that mark the sky line of lower New York, until it seems 
a city of the giants of old, and the frowning facades of 
these their habitations reminded him of how pimy were 
the efforts he and his friend were making to right wrong 
and relieve only a part of the oppression that was ram- 
pant in this mighty Babylon of greed. 
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He hardly took time to breakfast. He had no appe- 
tite. Pale and worried, haggard and hollow-eyed, he 
arrived at the far upper west side of Kew York where 
the Barriston miUa stood. 

No sigu of life was visible aboat the place. The tall 
chimneys stood out against the sky, bat no smoke 
emerged from them. 

The strike, then, was still on. 

At the Wickford cottage those who were caring for 
the demented mother of the girl leader, told him of 
Rosalie's disappearance, and of the suspicions that had. 
arisen concerning "James Baird," and how the latter had 
gone in searching of the missing girl, vowing to find her, 
and promising the strikers that if they would hold out 
steadfast but another twenty-four hours he would return 
with Bosalie, did he live, and make some move that 
would do much toward a satisfactory settlement of the 
strike. 

*TBrave Arthur !" muttered Marbury. "While 1 have 
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been led away on a fool's errand, as the veriest Bchoolboy 
might have been hoaxed — a telegram of inquii; home 
would have ehown the one I received was foiged — ^while 
I have been booby enough to allow myself to be called - 
off, he has stood op against odds that would have broken 
the heart of another man — the doubt and distrust of 
those for whom he was sacrificing hie wealth and jeop- 
ardizing his life. He has stood np against all this, and 
has gone off like a knight of old to slay the dragon and 
iGEcne the princess; and I am here, idle and useless, be- 
fuddled and befooled by the Money Spider and his 
gangl" 

When the strikers met that afternoon, as they met 
every day, for the companionship of misery if nothing 
elsc^ Marbury found them monrDfully hopeless and al- 
most indifferent. 

Boealie, their leader, gone ', the spies of Gannan and 
the Money Spider were poisoning their minds against 
"Jotnee Baird," whom these creatures, instigated to this 
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by the conspirators, stigmatized as "a tramp, who had 
gone, aa he had come, after caosiag all the trouble and 
misfortrtne he could, and filling them with his foolish 



Indeed, but for stanch old Donald Grant and bis 
friends the strikers would have given in ere this. 

But Donald was resolved to hold out to the last, to at 
least keep the impUed promise they all had made that 
they would wait twenty-fonr hours and see what would 
come of "James Baird's" prophecies. 

Marbury found that the leaven of suspicion that had 
been directed against him was still working. 

The stritera yet believed him to be the son of William 
Barriston, and the memoiy of the latter — since John 
Carman bad read the paper in his handwriting which 
rescinded all the promises he had made during life — 
was far from being as revered as formerly. 

Eumors that, finding himself powerless sinee the paper 
had been produced, he would sell out to the Gannan- 
Westley syndicate were still rife. 
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The Btrlkers for the most part regarded him aa a well- 
meaniBg but helpless young man, who had rather inten- 
sified than relieved their mieeiy. 

Sad at heart, Charles left the hall, after shaking hands 
with Donald Grant and the stont-hearted minority, and 
set out upon his eearch for Rosalie and Arthur. 

Naturally he songht for him first at the lair of the 
Money Spider. ' 

The place was as closely barred and padlocked as ever. 

His repeated knockings at last roused some sign of 
life within. 

A wicket in the gate opened and the hideous face of 
Nemo, the deaf mute negro, appeared. 

Charles made signs that he desired to see his master. 

The negro nodded to signify he understood and closed 
the wicket. 

Marbury could hear his heavy tread across the paved 
factory yard. 

In a few moments he returned and, opening the. gate 
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just enough to admit the Tisitor, led the way to the de- 
serted and dirt-grimed counting-room, where for twenty 
years the Money Spider had spun his webs. 

Bnrton Westley was there, bat John Garman was not 
in evidence. 

Doubtless the Money Spider's companion in crime was 
looking after the interests of their partnership at the 
idle Barriston eilk mills, far across the town. 
- The nsarer was sitting in his invalid's chair, as he had 
sat since paralysis had strack him down in retribution 
thirty years ago. 

He gave his visitor a thin-lipped smile that was ghast- 
ly to see, and remarked, with malicions emphasis on the 
last words, "To what am I indebted for a visit from Mr. 
Charles Marbnry?" 

"I am looking for Eosalie Wickford and Arthnr Bar- 
riston," replied the young man, looking the Money Spi- 
der full in the face. 

The latter gave a wolfish laugh. 
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"Ha, ha!" he said. "So you have dropped ibe mum* 
mery of pretending to be the rich young milksop whose 
lickspittle you are and upon whom you sponge, you edu- 
cated pauper and sycophant !" 

Charles Marbury started back as if a lash had been laid 
across his face. 

It had never occurred to him that even the most ma- 
licious could have placed such a cruel construction upon 
his friendship for the young millionaire. 

Had it been other than the helpless cripple, who was 
protected by his pitiful infirmity, Marbury would have 
stmck down the man who dared hint at such a thing. 

His hot Southern blood seemed on fire. He clenched 
hiii hands until his nails lacerated their palms. 

And Burton Westley, seeing the effect of his insulting 
words, laughed again. 

That laugh roused Marbory. 

He eaw he would simply play into the Money Spider's 
hands did he lose his temper, 
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"I treat your words with the contempt they merit," he 
eaid. "They will not BufBce to ewerve me from my pur- 
poee. I come here to search for my friends. You mast 
let me see through this place or I will kill you! Fur- 
thermore, it will not be wise for you to attempt to play 
tricks upon me. I have friends who know mj mission 
here, and unless I return within three hours the police 
will descend upon this place, which, Mr. Burton West- 
ley, is perhaps not exactly a consummation you might 
wish." 

The Money Spider simply snarled, hut attempted no 
reply. With a contemptuous nod of his head toward 
Marhury, he signified to the deaf mute negro that Ar- 
thur's friend should be conducted through the place. 

But the labyrinthian passages of the deserted factory 
building soon had Marbury puzzled. 

The negro conducted him, at least so he thought, 
through every nook anil cranny in the place. 

Puf: the rooms and lof ta were untenanted an^ dee^- 
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ed. And to liis calls of "Bosalie!" and "Arthnrl" noth- 
ing but the mocking echoes answered. 



It vas nearly midnight when Marbury came back to 
the neighborhood of the Barriston mills. 

A false clue had led him o£E downtown after his fmit- 
leas search of the Money Spider's lair. 

Determined that he would not rest until he had ec- 
complished something, he retraced his steps to the mill 
resolved to search there for his missing friends. 

The Wickford cottage was darkened. 

He knocked, with the vague hope that Rosalie m^ht 
have returned, or at least there would be some news of 
her or Arthur. But no answer came t* his repeated 
knocMug, and he resumed his way toward the mills. 

He had no difficulty in getting in the mill yard. 

The gate was locked, but he knew a small doorway 
further d<jwn that could be opened witl* * ^it pf wire, 
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It was a trick Arthur had learned in his hoyhood days at 
the mill and had shown to him. 

He slipped inside and cautiously skirted the great 
buildings, keeping well in the shadows. There was no 
light, no sound of life anywhere. 

He raised a window and climbed in the main building, 
from which doorways led to all the other buildings. 

His way was lighted by only the moon that feebly 
threw its opalescent rays through the dirt-darkened win- 
dows. 

He crept cautiously from room to room. 

Under the great girders, around the mighty mlent 
looms, he made hie searching rounds. 

Soft I What was that? 

He shrank back against a ponderous wheel as by him 
swept an eerie figure that made his blood run chill. The 
figure of a slight-built man, whose toil-stained clothes 
were torn to rags, a wniith with ghastljr, blood-stained 
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Marbuiy had heard of Walter Wiekford'a ghost. 

Of recent years many had professed to have seen it. 
But it wasn't a healthy thing to boast of. For John 
Gorman, for some strange reason, had given notice that 
any one connected with the mill who made such silly 
fitatementB would be pnniehed with instant dismissal. 

All this flashed through MarbmyE mind. And then, 
resolved to see the matter out, he took after the fleeting 
figure. 

It moved swiftly, but at last he ran it down and 
dutched it in his arms. 

The torn cap fell off the figure as it struggled with 
him, and down over the face tumbled the uncoiled hair 
of a woman! 

The ghost was Bosalie's demented mother arrayed in 
the clothes Walter Wickforf had worn the night he had 
b'een murdered in the milll 
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CHAPTER X. 

IK WHICH IfABCU HAEEB LOTS AND JOHN OABHAN 
WATCHES THE CLOCE. 

Let ub return to Arthur Barripton, who v&s in tiie 
Money Spider's lair, as well as golden-haired Hoaolie 
Wickford, despite the fact that Charles Morbur; had 
thought he searched the place thoroughly. 

There were hlind corridors and secret doors in that 
old factory huilding, the Money Spider's "improve- 
ments" since he had secnred the property. The astute 
deaf mute negro, Kemo, needs no more than Burton 
Westley's significant nod to take the anzions Marbuiy 
everywhere iu the building except the exact places he 
wanted to go — the places wh«re Hosalie and Arthur were 
confined. 

It had been agreed by Garman and Westley that dor- 
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tug these daugwoos days they should keep apart. Gar- 
man to look after the mill and the strikere, and the 
Money Spider to attend to putting Arthur Barriaton out 
of the way forever. 

Ab for Bosalie, they had not exactly made up their 
minds what to do with hrar. 

Eowever, this much was sure, they did not intend to 
allow her opportunity to betray them. It was either her 
silence or her life. 

It had been seen how Rosalie was abducted and how 
Arthur, in all a lover's hot-headed impulsiveness, was 
led into the trap the Money Spider had set for him with 
his sweetheart as a decoy. 

Save that she was a close-kept prisoner, Rosalie's lot 
had not been as hard as Arthur's. 

She was allowed the latitude of the close-barred room 
that was her prison. She was given books and she was 
not stinted either in the quality or quantity of food that 
her jailer, the deaf mute negro, Nemo, served her. 
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Once Maicia YarBton had entered the room where she 
was confined and had taunted the unhappy captive with 
all the fury of her passionate nature. 

But Bosalie was a brave girl, and, with a woman's in- 
tuition, she saw that it was Mareia's thwarted love for 
"James Baird" and jealousy of her that prompted the 
vieit of the erstwhile "Queen cf Diamonds." 

It was the one consolation of Hosalie's imprisomnent 
that this handsome woman of the world would have laid 
down her wicked life for one look from "James Baiid," 
while he gave no thought nor cared for her. 

Baird had never mentioned Mareia's name to Eosalie, 
hut, after this visit, the latter knew that this beautiful 
woman had met him and had learned to love him. Mar- 
cia did not care to let the mill girl triumph in the knowl- 
edge that she had won the love of the last of the Barris- 

tODS. 

Although this fact would not have made a whit of dif- 
ference to the noble-hearted Boealie, it was "James 
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Baird," the poor workmaii, she loved, and had she 
knovu he was the owner of the mills they toiled in and 
the heir to the Batriston millionB, she vonld not have 
loved him more on that account 

She laughed at Marcia's vehement rage, she scorned 
her proposals of freedom if she would promise to go 
sway and never try to see again the man whom Marcia 
Yarston also, loved. 

Bo the beautiful adventuress retired, baffled by the 
steadfastness and courage of fij)Balie. 

Meanwhile Arthur Barriston stood cruelly pinioned, 
bruised, bleeding and bound to an iron column in the 
great deserted room where the Money Spider's minions 
had dragged him 

To him Marcia appeared as a ministering angel. 

His surpiise to see her in this place was great. 

But so many strange things had happened daring the 
past six eventful weeks since he had left college that he 
iook it as a matter of course when the dashing widow 
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he had known at Harvard appeared in this place of all 
places to assuage his bamiDg thirst, to hathe his feyered 
head and to slacken the cruel ropes that boand him. 

There was a sabtle caress in her touch as she minia- 
tered to the Money Spider's captive. 

At lost, refreshed and feeling once again himself, his 
cariosity returned, 

"How came you here, Marcia?" he asked. 

"A friend told me of your plight; never mind the 
rest, and I came to save yon." 

"Then untie me; that is a good girl, and I will always 
be your grateful friend." 

A tendemess came Into If arcia's voice — a toidenien 
that even surprised herself. 

"Would you have no other feeling than gratitude, Ai- 
tburP' she asked. "Do you forget those days at Har- 
vard? You told me you loved me then." 

Arthur was silent. 

And Marcia Yarston threw herself upon his breast and 
cover his face vrith burning kiases. 
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It was a rather embairaBBing positi(m for a young man, 
to be kissed in this manner by one yoong wonua Then 
be was a captive on account of the love he bore another. 

Bat, as he used afterward laughingly to say, be was 
tied hand and foot and couldn't help himself. 

"I will help you, Arthur," cried Marcia, hysterically. 
"I will help yon. I hold enough evidence against Bur- 
ton Westley to send him to the gallows to expiate his 
crimes I Aye and John Garman, too! With my help 
you can escape from here and revenge yourself amply 
and completely upon your enemies. 

"See! Here is the confession of Philip Thorton, the 
unfortunate bookkeeper your father befriended and edu- 
cated as a boy, and who betrayed that kindness by jug- 
gling with the books at the mill. It is a confession 
which proves that, at Garman and Westley's instigation, 
he forged the power of attorney that has given over your 
mills to these desperate men. He knew your father's 
writing well — ^he had been his private secretary; for an 
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She fonibled at the cords that bound hiB knees to the 
pillar agamst which he stood; in another moment the 
cord around hia limbs would have been wholly nnloosed 
and fallen to his feet, when his voice made her panse. 

"Marcia," he said, "my poor girl, I thank you for what 
you have done for me. Trust me, I will be forever 
grateful to you should you free me from these bonds. 
I do not know what to say to your declaration of love for 
me. It is an honor any man would be proud of. But, 
Marcia," he spoke gently, very gently, now, "I cannot 
return your love. My heart is given to another. But I 
will remember this — I will remember all you have done. 
What has occurred between us shall be a secret that will 
be forever sacred to me. I will always be your friend." 

Marcia sprang to her feet. 

Her eyes were blazing. 

Her face was white as death, but on her cheeks two 
livid spots were burning. 

Arthur Barriston was to know the fury of 9 wom^ 
fcorn^cl, 
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"My friend !" ehe cried, almost hiBBing the words. "I 
ask for loTC and yon offer me friendship ! Yon loved me 
nntil this working girl came between ub. Yon have 
sworn yon loved me. But she ehall not have you. I 
would Booner see yon dead than know you love another. 
Yea, dead — dead at my feet — dead before me! 

"As for her, her fate shall be worse than death I She 
shall be an outcast. A reproach to herself and an object 
©f scorn to those who knew her as an honest girl! I will 
drag her down to thelowest depths of degradation. 

"Think of that Arthur Barriston, and let it be sweet 
remembrance for your last hours of life! You have not 
many. Ko man once in the power of the Money Spider 
has ever escaped. And yon he hates as be has never 
hated. 

"As yon mocked the earnest, loyal love I offered you, 
BO I repay you for your insults and your scorn! Life 
shall be given to the woman you prefer to me, a life of 
gliame and sin, far worB§ ttw the d^ath that will ^ 
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youre, horrible as tliat is to bet And, Arthur BamBton, 
I leaTe you to your fate. 

The door slammed behind her and she was gone. 



The strikers that day were honored by a visit &om 
John Qarman. 

The superintendent and ruling spirit of the Barriston 
mills was not in a conciliatory mood. 

In his own heart he realized how desperate the situa^ 
tion was, and he trembled at the thought of the slightest 
slip in any one of their well-laid plans. 

But to the strikers he seemed as if solely actuated by 
motives of malice in visiting them at their headquarters. 

It must be said of John Garman that he possessed a 
bmte courage which would have stood him in good stead 
even among a thousand desperate men, and every one hia 
enemy. 

Put while the strikers were sullen, they were cowed by 
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tiie thought of the defeat they felt sure awaited them; 
that was already theirs. 

They made no attempt to resent John Gannan'B 
frowning looks and bratal words as he came among and 
addressed them. 

"I don't know why," he began, *T should take the 
trouble to rmi after a lot of fools who will be running 
after me fast enoogh within a few days. Bat I pity yoa 
for being made the dupes of a rattle-brained young 
spendthrift and of an anarchistic tramp who led you into 
this silly strike and then left you. Kow, I do not care 
really what you think of me, but I have .not been your 
worst friend. 

"I have kept the Barriston mills going during times i 
when other factory owners, caring only for profit, would 
have shut them down and let you starve. The econo- 
mies I practised that gave you work and gave you bread, 
yon looked upon as extortion. The discipline It is nec- 
essary to practice in factories such as ours your so-called 
leaders have been pleased to tenn my 'tyrannies,' 
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"Bat the devil ien't as black as he is painted. I hare 
worked among yon jn&t the eame and longer than Will- 
iam BarriBton did. I made no pretense of paternal so- 
licitude in your welfare. I was at all times a plain, blunt 
bosinees man, who ran the mills to make money, and I 
gave you work and paid you for it. I made no promises 
to you, to take back at the last moment, as the genial, 
whole-souled William Barriston did! You know him 
better now, perhaps. He knew how to look out for him- 
^self. 

"He was smart enough to take advantage of the money 
he was left nearly twenty years ago and get possession 
of my patents — my ideas. I was poor; I could not help 
myself. He saw the value of my improved looms. He 
took a two-thirds interest in them. He carefnlly in- 
vested his money. I was unfortunate with my outside 
bnsiness ventures. He died many times a millionaire 
and to-day I am almost as poor as when I started. 

"yes, WUliam Barristpn was a smart man. He fore- 
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eaw this day and he prepared for it. When times were 
hard — when anarchy threatened, in whose care did be 
leaTB his mill — did he leave the control of it in the soft 
hands of his milksop son? 

"No I That the Barriston mills might continne on — 
that yon might have work — ^that hia eon might not be a 
beggar, he left everything in the hands of John Garman. 
John Garman, the tyrant! John Garman, the op- 
pressor! John Garman, the slave driver! 

"I am sick of this silly bnsinese. My patience is ex- 
hausted. Do you want to know where yonr leader, 
'James Baird,' is? He has gone to Canada with the 
$500 he was given to clear out. Here is his receipt for 
the money I 

"Do you Tvant to know where your friend the young 
millionaire, is? He has sold you out. The control of 
the mills has passed completely into the hands of Gar- 
man & Westley. 

"Do yon want to know where the silly young woman 
jroa call your 'girl leader,' isF 

D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



i66 "The Wage Slaves of New York." 

4 "Who was ehe constantly with? Who was she seen 
with at midnight in the restaurant where onr foolish 
bookkeeper killed himself. Why, io the company of 
yonr kind-hearted young employer, Arthur Barriston ! 
J "Did yon think he came among you with his fawning 
philanthropy because he cared for you or whether you 
lived or died? No, the young libertine was SDeking a 
fresh victim. This time from among your ranks, and 
the silly girl threw herself into his arms quick enoughl 

"Arthur Barriston atone is responsible for Eosalie 
Wickford'e willing disappearance. She has deserted 
you as she deserted her unfortunate mother, and has 
gone to live in guilty luxury with the young rake who 
has betrayed you as he betrayed her !" 

"It is a damned lie !" From the crowd brave old Don- 
' aid Grant sprang toward the platform. 

"Mr. Garman," he said, "I will not stand here and 
listen to your foul accusatione against absent men and 
women who cannot defend tbefflBelves. While you we 
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here you most confine yourself to the bnemess that 
brought you among us. 

"I, for one, do not believe what you have said. 
Young Mr. Barriston has done no wrong to the girl. 
She is James Baird's sweetheart He knew that, yon 
knew it, we all knew it. And, furthermore, wherever 
she is, I say for all of ub, that a purer girl than Bosalie 
Wiekford never lived T' 

Even the apathetic etrikera were roused at these man- 
ly words of old Donald. And they cheered and cheered 
again. 

"As to the strike," the old man continued, "we prom- 
ised James Baird to remain steadfast for twenty-four 
hours. The time will be up at seven o'clock, one hour 
from now. Wait tiU then and get our answer 1" 

With an ugly scowl upon his dark face John Qarman 
drew his hat down over his eyes and sat silent, drum- 
ming his fingers on the table beside him on the plat- 
form. 
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The place grew bo etill tlist the ticking of the great 
clock at the end of the hall was plainly audible. 

John Garman raised the hat back from his c^ee and 
^zed upon its dial. All eyes turned with his. 
"Tick! tick I tick I" went the dock. 

So time mns to eternity. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE DEATH OF THE MONET SPIDBB. 

Let ub return to Charles Marbury, intennpted in Mb 
search for Sosalie and Arthur at the strike-silent Barrie- 
ton mills by the apparition vhose visitB by night to the 
scene of Walter Wickford's murder, fifteen years before, 
had caused John Garman's crime to come back to him in 
all its sickening horror. 

That the supposed ghost was none other than Bosa- 
lie's mother had occurred to no one. 

Charles Marbmys laying aside of superstitious fears 
and grasping the ghostly figure had solved the secret. 

How plain it all was now 1 Driven mad by her hus- 
band's cruel death in the mill machinery, where the 
muscular murderer had thrown him, Mrs. Wickford's 
mind dwelt almost entirely in the past. 
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She had kept the clothes that had been taken from 
Walter Wickford'e mangled form when it had been ar- 
rayed for bturial, and tbeee, with other of his belongings, 
Bhe had iealonaly guarded through all the years that had 
passed since he had been brought home to her an almost 
onrecognizable corpse. 

The halliicination that her husband was alive and was 
at the mill, staying as he had stayed to work over the 
mechaniBm he was perfecting, generally possessed her. 

Bnt at times, when matters went wrong, this idea 
changed to some strange thought that she was Walt«r 
Wickford and must revisit the scene at his death. 

As Marbuiy held the insensible woman in his arms in 
the shadows of the great mill — for Mrs, Wickford had 
fainted in his grasp — a confused idea of all the things 
he had heard from Arthur and others of her malady ran 
through his mind. 

His first impulse was to call for assistance, bnt second 
thought told him how futile such a proceeding would 
have been in such a place, at such an hour. 
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Then, too, it might be just as well that, for the pres- 
ent, John Garman, to whom the appearance of Walter 
Wickford's "ghost" was torment, Bhould not know the 
truth. 

Taking the slight form of the still insensible woman 
in his arms, Charles Marbury bore her out of the mill 
yard by the little gate, where he, and donbtless she, had 
entered. 

The "Wickford cottage was dark as he had left it. 

The front door opened to his touch, and he carried 
his unconscious burden to the inner bedroom and laid 
her gently down. 

He lighted a lamp and prepared to revive her. 

But as his eyes swept the disordered room he started 
back with an exclamation of surprise. 

There, tumbled out of a great old-fashioned leather 
trunk, surrounded by a litter of draughtsman's plans, 
was a perfect model of the "Garman Silk Loom" that 
had made William Barriston a millionaire I ' 



D,£,,t,7P-hy Google 



172 ^'The Wage Slaves of New York." 

With ArUinr, still a pinioneil prisoner in the Money 
Spider*a pover, the moments passed slowly after Mama, 
maddened with lage and jealousy, had swept from the 
room. 

What would the desperate woman do to his loved 
Bosalie. 

Would she — could she carry out her awful threats? 

For himself he cared little, although it is hard to meet 
a dog's death, bound and helpless, when all that youth 
and wealth have to offer soright have been his. 

But in his steadfast heart he knew that he would 
calmly meet the death the adventuress had wanted him 
would be his, did he know that Rosalie would escape un- 
harmed from the Money Spider and the still more dan- 
gerous Marcia. 

He cursed his folly in not temporizing with this dan- 
gerous woman who had proffered him her love. 

Why had he not pretended to listen to her? 

Surely deception under the present circumstances was 
justifiable I 
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So, helpless, heartsick, and with every hone in his 
hody aching from his struggle with the Money Spider's 
cohorts, and every nerve and muscle sore and bruised 
from the strain of standing hound with ropes to the hard 
iron pillar at his back, the hours dragged away, and it 
vae almost with a feeling of relief he heard the key turn 
in the lock and saw the deaf mnte negro, If emo, wheel 
his villainons master into his prison place. 

The negro wheeled Westley to within a f'^w feet of 
Arthur and then withdrew, returning in a few moment 
with a lighted lamp, which he placed npon the brick 
floor some twenty feet behind the Money Spider. 

Arthur regarded this proceeding with a vague idea 
that it was very ridiculous. 

There was no need of a lamp. It was yet broad day, 
and, although the iron blinds of the old factory were 
brought to, they were yet not closed so tightly but what 
they allowed enough of the blessed sun to enter the great 
room and light it sufficiently for him to see every linea- 
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ment of the Money Spider's crnel coontenance and .the 
stolid, heavy face of the deaf mute negro. 

After placing the lamp upon the floor, Burton West- 
ley'e attendant made another trip from and to the lOom; 
retaming now with a large glass jar filled with aome' 
liquid, which he carefully placed in the anna of the 
Money Spider, who patted it affectionately. 

Having thus carried out hia maBter*a evident instrnc- 
tions, the negro, at a sign from Weatley, withdrew, the 
spring lock fastening the door hehind him as it closed. 

"Doubtless theee preparations myetify you, my dear 
young relative," began the Money Spider, in a mocking 
tone, "but they shall all be explained — they shall all be 
explained. 

"Yon are bound to an iron pillar in a fireproof room. 
See, the floor under your feet is brick and the roof above 
you is the aame. There is nothing inflammable in thia 
place. Had I built it especially for the purpose I could 
not have planned it better. For, my dear young rela- 
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tiTe, though it pains me exceedingly to tell yoa so, I in- 
tend to bum you to death !" 

"You inbumau monster I" cried Arthur, hardly believ- 
ing his ears. 

"No harsh words, my .dear young relative, I beg of 
you," answered the Money Spider, with mock courtesy. 
"Every man to bis taste, John Garman would have 
done something brutal in the bludgeon and mangling 
line, as he doubtless did to the unfortunate father of the 
young lady whose cbarras have so impressed you. But 
that is not my way. Why should I proceed in the heat 
of rude and vulgar passion? I am not a coarse night 
watchman, as John Garman was — he has all those un- 
pleasant, uncouth attributes yet — ^when be got rid of a 
man who blocked his way in life. I am a man of re- 
fined sensibilities. I am a man of feeling and educa- 
tion. I shall proceed with more deliberation and have 
the pleasure of seeing my little afEair conducted with 
more finesse and completeness than hia brutal mangling 
murder was." 
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"The crimes the both of you have done will recoil 
npon you !" said Arthur, earnestly. "God will not long 
allow such deeds that cry aloud to high Heaven con- 
tinue! Beware the awful retrihution that He, even 
now, may be preparing for you!" 

"Ah," continued Burton Westley, with a hideous ex- 
pression of assumed benevolence upon his hawk-like face, 
"Ah, Arthur, even when you were a little boy, a mere 
lad, how often have I, your kind and afEeetionate cousin, 
old enough to be your father, reasoned with you against 
this. idle superstition of a Supreme Being." 

"There is one," replied Arthur, "and he is a just God! 
At His hands you must expiate yoor crimes!" 

"My dear Arthur," continued the Money Spider, calm- 
ly, "pray, do not let ub discuss theology. We have much 
more important matters now to take up our attention.** 

"You are mad!" replied Arthur. "The crime you 
premeditate cannot help but be discovered, and you will 
pay the penalty of it in the electric chair!" 
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"Oh, no, my dear fellow, I hardly think such a shock- 
ing fate ie in store for me," answered the Money Spider, 
with a dry smile. "I have always heen a carefnl man. 
And then, yon, in hiding yoar own identity under the 
pseudonym of 'James Baird,' have materially assisted 
me. No, my plans are well laid. I will have the evi- 
dence of your own friend, Charles Marbury, that he 
searched the premises for yon, and you were not here. 
I will bum you to death with my own hands. And 
Nemo, who would not betray me under torture, vrill take 
your charred remains and throw them in the river. 

"You will have disappeared, that's all. And then, 
after a due lapse of time, I will paes into the posseBsion 
of your very comfortable property, for you must not for- 
get that Burton Westley is the sole living heir to the 
Barriston mills and the Barriaton nullione." 

"Your confederates will betray yon in the end," said 
Arthur, calmly. 

'Tliy onlj? confederates are John Garman and Marcia, 
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I hold the secrets of the both of them. Even were it 
otherwise, I could feel sure of Garman'a fidelity, and if 
Uarcia grows dangerous I can have her pnt out of the 
way. 

"Oh, I know," continued the Money Spider, "that you 
have tampered with Marcia. I know she gave yon 
Philip Thorton's confession. She is angry at yon, my 
dear boy, and has told me all that occurred between you. 
I think it rather an original idea to hum it with yon. 
It is a very compromising document and should have 
been destroyed long ago, 

"Furthermore, bef or« I proceed, let it he a comfort to 
you to know that I have acted as the gallant protector of 
Miss Wickford. Really, I do not know what Marcia 
wouldn't have done to that sweet girl whom you have 
honored with your love had I not interposed and sent the 
angry woman you jilted away." 

Arthur gave a groan at this reminder of Bosalie being 
helpless in th^ hands. 
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And that groan seemed to give Burton "Westley ex- 
quisite jdeaBure, for he immediately proceeded with his 
preparations for destroying the pinioned young man, 

"I will make no secret of my plan, although yon will 
experience it in all its details soon enoagh," went on the 
Money Spider. "This jar contains naphtha. This I 
will ponr over yon. I shall then wheel myself back to 
the lamp, pick it up, wheel forward to you, take off the 
globe, place the lamp at your feet and retire to a safe 
distance and watch you make a torch that shall light me 
to the Barriston millions. Such a neatly executed affair 
almost compensates me for my helplessness I" 

He grasped the wheel of his chair with one hand and 
pushed himself forward as he spoke, holding the jar of 
naphtha ready to ponr it on the helpless Arthur. 

But he had not noticed that the rope Marcia had im- 
tied at Arthur's knee hung loose and unfastened behind. 
As he drew close, with the jar poised to empty its eon- 
tents on his victim, Arthur struck out with all bis might 
witli liis freed leg. 
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Hie foot struck the wheel chair with awftil force, send- 
ing the cripple back bciobs the room into the kmp, his 
gonnents saturated with the naphtha the unexpected 
kick had npset upon him. 

The naphtha blazed as its fames strack the flams of 
the upset lamp, and the next instant the agonized 
B of the tortured Money Spider rang through the 



Through the seething flames that wrapped him Ar- 
thur, mute with horror, could see his shriveUing arms 
paddling in the flames. 

Above the screams of the dying man and the roaring 
of the flames aroae the voice of Marcia Varston, as she 
hammered at the door outside. 

"Burton Westley! Wbat devil's work is this? Let 
me in — ^let me in I" 
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CHAPTEEXn. 
"bo ends thib sthakob, eventful histobt.*' 

At the strikers' last meeting the moments dragged 
ttiemBelves away, and yet John Garman sat, scarcely 
movijig a muBcle, bis eyes still fastened npon the clock. 

One hour I In that short space of time nations are 
made and lost and men are bom and diel 

In one hour he would have word by ITemo of Arthur 
Barriston's death. 

In one honr these cowed working men and women 
would be at his feet begging his mercy for their pre- 
fiumption, begging at his hands for the privilege of toil! 

His eyes were fastened on the clock, and yet the pres- 
ence of John Garman, even with his eyes averted from 
them, was an ominous presage of defeat to the listlees 
sod almost abject strik^r^, 
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They gathered in groui» upon the floor of the hall, 
and the weaker spiritB, in eager whispers, advocated a 
enrrender without further waiting for the promised re- 
turn of "James Baird." 

But Donald Grant's glance was enough to counteract 
this propoBition. 

The old man was here, there and everywhere over the 
floor counseling courage and whispering hope. 

Slowly the minute hand traversed around the dial. 

Ten minutes of seven — nine minutes of seven — eight 
minutes — five — four — three — ^two — seven o'clock 1 

John Garman sprang to his feet. 

The workmen, with downcast looks, 'ranged them- 
selves sheepishly around the platform 

"So," he cried, "you give up the vain and useless 
struggle? The Barriston mills start up to-morrow. In 
consequence of the expense this strike has entailed npon 
as a further reduction of 10 per cent, will go into effect." 

A groan broke forth from the haggard men and 
fffjm^n at these words, 
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John Gannan Bmiled grimly, but continued : "For the 
present no one will be blacklisted, with the exception of 
Donald Grant. He will never work another day in the 
mills that are now the property of Garman & Weatleyl" 

In sad-faced gronpB the strikers made for the door, 
John Garman lingering to gloat at the sight of the stam- 
pede of the broken-hearted, broken-spirited wage slaves 
Boon again to be beneath his lash. 

Bnt what is that stir at the door? 

A cheer — another and another — and back into the 
hall poor the throng, their faces lit with wild excite- 
ment, and in their midst, almcst borne down by the np- 
roariooB welcome, almost strangled by the arms that 
clasp them, Mb enemies, Arthur BarriHton, Charles Mar- 
bury and Kosalie Wickfordl 

The look upon their faces told John Gtarman that his 
game was up. 

He sprang for a door at the back of the stage, but the 
bulky form of Donald Grant barred his way. 
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"Not 80 fast, maBterl" cried the stout old mill liand. 
'There will be a few things here for you to explain, or I 
miss my gneesl" 

And, bis triumph turned to defeat in the T«y hour of 
victory, he was led back to the place on the platform, 
crestfallen and trembling, where he had stood in all the 
arrogance of master of the situation a few minutes he- 
fore. 

"Now, John Garman, watch the clock," cried old Don- 
ald, his voice trembling with the exultation that he felt; 
"the next few moments will mean much to you," 

Shaking himself free from the enthusiagtic men and 
' women who surrounded him, Arthur climbed to the 
platform and, hardly giving Garman a glance, spoke as 
follows: 

"Men and women who worked in the Barrison mills, I 
have much to tell you. First and foremost, here is yonr 
leader, sweet Rosalie Wickford, back among you safe and 
sound. She has passed through perils that would have 
shaken a less steadfast soul than hers. 
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"And, DOT, I mnst apologize to you all. You have 
been rightly euapieious of me in one regard. I am not 
what I seemed to be and what I said I was. I am not 
'James Baird.' I am Arthiur Bariiston. The gentleman 
vho kindly took my place and name is mj good friend 
and yonrs, my college comrade, Charles Marbury, Let 
me introduce him to yon. Yon will learn to know him 
better, for from this on he is a part owner in the Bar- 
iiston mills." 

It waa hardly dietingmshable who was the most sur- 
prised in that vast assemblage at the young man's words 
— Bosalie, to find she was the a^nced bride of the 
owner of the mills in which she had toiled for many a 
weary day, or Marbnry, to learn he was to be part pro- 
prietor for a fact, ae he had been in assumption the past 
six eventful weeks. 

"My friends," Arthur continued, "pardon the decep- 
tion; but such a course was necessary. I was a boy in 
college when I first suspected the villainy and double- 
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dealing of John Qarman, the man my father trusted, aod 
Burton Westley, -whom the world rightly named the 
Money Spider! 

"Bui how desperate and wide-reaching that villainy 
yi6& I had not etispected in my wildest dreams. I know 
better now. 

"iEViends, Burton WeBtley has jnst met a fearful death 
in expiation of his crimeB; John Qarman's turn cornea 
next. Murder! Forgery! Nothing was too desperate 
for these men. The Money Spider has paid the penalty 
for all the wrong and suffering he has inflicted, and, if 
there is justice in the laud, John Qarman'a fate shall be 
at least imprisonment for life ! 

"You will let me turn from a theme like this to tell 
you other news. The plans my father had in mind for 
the betterment of the condition in life of every man and 
woman in his employ shall be carried out to the letter, 

'In my hand I hold the confession of Philip Thorton. 
It tells, and gives facts and circumstances to eubstanti- 
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ate, how he first falsified the books at the mill that the 
operation of the factory might show constant loss wheo 
in fact the mills were never so prosperous as they have 
been during the last fiye years. 

"The money thus diverted went to John Oannan and 
my distant relative, Burton Westley. These two men 
were plotting to secure control, by fair means or foul, of 
the Barriston mills. Before I had left college tbey had 
approached me, through their agents, showing how the 
mill was losing money under the present low wages paid. 

"They told me that they were business men, and if I 
had any scruples against a further reduction of your 
wages they had not. If I would sell out my interests 
tbey would pay me well. I refused to listen to such a 
proposition. I had promised my father on his death bed 
that these mills and the welfare of those who worked in 
them should be always my care. 

"Failing in this manner, these men attempted my life 
upon several occasions while I was at Harvard. They 
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were also tmsaccessful in violence, and 1, sospicioos, re- 
eolved to mvestigate for myself. My clium Marbnry, 
who resembled me, took my place as 'Arthur Barriston,* 
while I, ae James Baird, a workingman, watched John 
Qarman's actions in the mills. 

"Hy friend soon discovered the falsified acconnts. I 
found that your condition under Qarman'a l^rraimieB was 
unbearable. 

"Then came the strike and the reading of the docu- 
ment that took the control of the mills from me and 
gave it over to your enemies and mine, John Garman 
and the Money Spider I 

"Friends, you will rejoice to know that this document 
was another forgery. William Barriaton, my father, died, 
as he lived, the friend of every employee in his millsl 
Yon will accept now, I think, aid from his millions, the 
millions you helped create, 

"Wot only was forgery committed, but abduction also. 
Aye, even murder was attempted. 
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"Eosalie 'Wickjlord was spirited away by Westley and 
Garman, and hidden in the Money Spider's lair. A de- 
coy letter was sent me and I followed her to the place 
where she wae inunuied, only to fall into the hands of 
these mnrderous rascals. In attempting la.-^ life, Burton 
Westley lost his. His death, like his crimes, be npon his 
own head! 

"Awed by his awful death, for he was destroyed before 
my eyes, by fire, a woman, Mareia Varston, who had 
been his accomplice, assisted me to escape and took me 
to where Eosalie was also a prisoner. For this Marcia 
Varston has been forgiven the part she took in the con- 
spiracy and allowed to go her way in peace. 

"The proving this document, which Qarman and 
Westley made so much of, a foigery places me once 
more in control of my mills. The chief villain has met 
a most deserved doom. For the part John Garman has 
played in all these things he shall be prosecuted and pun- 
ished, „ 
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"The strike is over. Ab a preUminflrf to the refonns 
my father had eet his heart upon my executing, I ask 
you to return to work at wages commensurate with your 
labor and which ahall be decided upon when erperte, 
who will audit and correct the hooks, find just what 
profit there is now being made by the mills!" 

*Tou go too fast, young sir!" cried Garman, springing 
to h^ feet, "I deny these accusations you so glibly bring 
against me. The forgeries at the mill were Philip Thor- 
ton's. It can be proTed that he and he alone profited by 
them. He lived like a prince, this poor bookkeeper did. 
I have not made a cent by all his juggling with the ac- 
counts; prove it otherwise if you can I 

"As for Burton Westle/e attack upon your life or kid- 
napping of this young woman, can you prove I had any 
part in cither? 

"Furthermore, yon dispose of things that are not 
yours. If your father took advantage of circumstances 
to exploit my ideas for his own enrichment, you shall 
not 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



" So Ends this Eventful History" 191 

"The courts would laugh at all your dramatic con- 
Bpiracy fltories. They are the crack-brained ideas of a 
silly hoy. That your crazed and crippled relative should 
attempt your life, even admitting your story to be true — 
and I doubt it — ^what is it to me? Would I have profited 
by your death?" 

Almost persuading himself that his skirts vere clear, 
that nothing of all this deep-laid conspiracy could be 
brought home to him, John Gannan grew insolent again. 

"Take your bands off me, you old dog!" he shouted 
fiercely to Donald Grant. "The end of this affair is not 
yet at hand I. I shall see vbat the courts will have to say 
to the turning over of a valuable property into the hands 
of a sentimental young spendthrift and a lot of silly 
workmen stuffed with his crazy theories of Socialism! I 
have rights in those mills. To whom is their prosperity 
due? Who invented the silk loom that has made you a 
tnillionaire?" 

"Walter Wickfordl" 
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In answer to Garman's interrogation CharleB Uaibnty 
had BproDg forward and replied with the name that 
caused John Oaiman to tum a deathly white and clntch 
it the table where he stood to saye himself from faUiag, 
flB he had fallen that night in the mill office when he 
thought he had Been the menacing face of the man he 
had murdered at the office window. 

It was Marbury's turn now. 

"Yes," he said, "I want to repeat again that Walter 
Wickford, Bosalie'B dead and mayhap murdered fathw, 
waB the real inventor of the improved loom John Oaz^ 
man has claimed so long. 

"In Mrs. Wickford's posBeBsion, carefully guarded all 
these years by her and seen by no eyes save hers alone 
until I chanced upon them, I have found the original 
plans, drawn by Walter Wickford's hand, and also the 
original model of the machine. 

"John Garman, I cha^ you with having stolen a 
copy of these plans from Walter Wi?kford the night he ■ 



D,g,t,7P:hy Google 



"So Ends this Hvent/ul History" 193 

met his death in the mill, I also charge you with his 
murder, but this, unfortimately, we may not be able to 
prove. As it is, I call that policeman who has followed 
us in to arr^ you on charges of fraud, forgery and cou- 
flpiracy!" 

The policemau came forward and took the now thor- 
oughly frightened Garman into custody. 

"I have news, still more news, and good news, too, for 
you, MiBS Wickford," continued Marbury, "Something 
happened at the mill the other night. What it was I do 
not care to tell just now. But it gave your mother a 
shock such as she has not received since the death of her 
husband. She fainted from fright, and when she came 
to herself her reason had returned. I had her taken at 
once to a quiet place where she could not learn of your 
disappearance and where nothing could interfere with 
her complete recovery. The doctor bids me tell you that 
when yon meet your mother again it will be to find her 
fulljr restored in mind." 
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At this happy news, happier to the devoted girl than 
she was made by the inf ormation of the strange discov- 
ery of her father's rights in the so-called Oarman pat- 
ents, she was overcome and burst into happy tears, as 
Arthnr clasped her to his breast and tissed her there 
before them alL 

And 80, in the darkest hoar, ended the memorable 
strike at the Barriston Mills with happiness to all con- 
cerned, save John Garman, fated to die a felon within 
Sing Sing's prison walls. 

Or, for that maltter, to the brilliant Maroia Varston, 
who, in a far off Sonth American town, read the widely 
published accounts of Arthur Barriston's romantic mar- 
riage to the daughter of the rightful inventor of the 
looms that had made him rich. 
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If, out of ctiiioBity over tha acconntfi yon have read 
of the sttcceesfnl Socialistic experiment being conducted 
at the greet Barriston Silk Mills, you are tempted to 
visit the model town the Barriston employees live in, 
with its libraries, its schools and recreation halls and 
gymnasiimiB, yon must also take a look around the mills, 
whose prMperity nnder the progressive management of 
Arthnr Barriston and Charles Marbury mak^ all these 
things possible. 

Let Superintendent Donald Grant take you through 
the bright, well-lighted, vell-yentilated factories, and 
show yon the machinery that Walter Wickford invented, 
and let old Donald tell yon its inyentor's tragic death 
and the events that followed that tragedy in after years. 

It 18 worth all your trouble, too, to see the grizzled 
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old superintendent sweep his hand around the pkce as 
he points to the groups of bney, happy-faced workers. 

"Look at them now!" he will say; "you'd see no such 
plump and rosy cheeks in John Garman's time, I can 
tell you. Those days it was all kicks and crusts, auJ 
now/' and here his eyes will twinkle, for this is Donald's 
favorite joke, "and now," he will add, "now it is all pie 
and profit sharing I" 

Would that old Donald's words could be said so 
heartily and true of many toilers who are still among 
"The Wage Slaves of New York!" 
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Uk«andUDllke...*^->»>. t 50 1 Reaolutioa.. -»..»*...».. 159 
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G. W, DiLUNGIIAU CO:S. PUBLICATIONS. 



Bertha Clay's Novels. 



A Strugf[le for a Ring $1 

Lady Darner's Secret.. i 

Between Two Loves i 

Beyond Pardon i 

A Woman's Temptation.... i 



Thrown on the World }i 50 

A Bitter Atonement.. 

Love Works Wonders i 50 

Evelyn's Folly I 50 

The Earl's Atonement 150 

Repented at Leisure i 50 

Ceoi^le Sheldon's Novels. 

"Thc«iiciiieiliiiKcht<rn»dihf>iiHndBo( leadeii, .nd ibcr hold > pjn,MfvM 
papuluitjBOei, inlbeteiy {lontimnk of American ficlton.'* 

Brownie's Triumph %i SojLost— a Pearlc 4i 50 

The Forsaken Bride I 50 Stella Rosevelt 150 

Earl Wayne's Kobiltty, i solHisHeart'sQueen 150 

Cells E. Gardner's Novels- 
re bacomiDg more uid more popular every yur. and ihar 



will GODtinua to be popuUr It 

Stolen Waters (In verse), ...$i 50 
Broken Dreams do , , , . i 50 
Compensation do .... 150 

A Twisted Skein do i 50 

Tested i 50 

Captain Mayne Reid's Works. 

"Cipuin Hayue Reid't mnlu ue o[ u EoteiiKlr in uniting mid buciiuii 
Hurlfdlor Ihem being founded upaniame hiitnric.1 eTsnt, Ihey pcHiicu 
value wbi)e picHDting a thrilliiv, eanmt, duhing fictio. auFpeuoi by no 



Rich Medway ti 50 

A Woman's Wiles. 150 

Terrace Roses 150 

Seraph— or Mortal i 50 

Won Under Protest {New), i 50 



The Scalp Hunters %\ jo 

The Rifle Rangers I 50 

The War Trail i 50 

The Wood Rangers i So 

The Wild Huntress 150 

TheMaroon., I 50 

The Headless Horseman.. 
The RangenWid Regulators I Jo 



The White Chief %i $ 

The Tiger Hunter. 

The Hunter's Feast 

Wild Life 

Osceola, the Seminole... , 

The Quadroon 

The White Gauntlet 

Lost Lenore. 
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G. W. DILLINGHAM CO.'S PVBUCATIONS. 



"Brick" Pomeroy's Works. 

**Tb* mMinit]! of iniiu eihib!i«l by ihiiiuihac huwon farbin 
repuutioD at a fmcuuua And a dirou writer- On4 oionHDi ireptecv Tfith \ ■! muLii 

Sense — A serious book $i jol Nonsense — A comic book. .%i 50 

Gold Dust isoBrickDust do .. 150 

Our Saturday N^hts. i 5olHome Harmonies. 150 

Allan PInkerton's Works. 

" The rnantal chuactEiiitia of Allan Pinkenan we.s judgmtnt ai u (acta, kaoirkd^ 

hit Ihoughi, waa lolredalmixlin animtani.aod leeoiinsly hy hu inmitioni. Wiih half- 
ciDKdcyeiheuwtlieiiCEneIn which the wniii| vu done, read everr inDiremeril at thg 



Expressmen and Detectives.ti So 

Mollie Maguires, The 150 

Somnambulist, The 150 

Claude Melnotte i 50 

Criminal Reminiscences.. .. 

Railroad Forger, The i jo 

BankRobbcrs 150 

A Double IJfe i 50 

Gypsies and E>etectives. .... i 50 



Spiritualists and Detectives. $1 5> 
Model Town and Detectives, ij 
Strikers, Communists, etc. . , 
Mississippi Outlaws, etc. . . 
Buchholz and Detectives . . 

Burglar's Fate 

Professional Thieves, etc, . . 
Spy of the Rebellion <8vo>. . , 
Thirty Years a Detective. , 



Mansfield Tracy Walworth's Novels. 



Delaplaine ^i 50 



Hotspur 150 Beverly 

Lulu I 50 Zahara, i 50 

StormdiS. 1 50] . 

Ernest Renan's and other Theological Works, i 

" There lilhrnugh all the vorkiot Ri^naaa t>aih'<!< (hac <lin Ih-; mindlolta wroU 
ifaiBf iadefiDiEe, dreamfr, ideal, takea .our heaita and our Muea capiive." 

\ The Unknown Life of 

Christ— by Notovitch. . . .$t je 
S Inside the Church of Rome — 
^ By the Nun of Kenmarc. 1 7J 



The Life of Jesus (i 75 

Lives of the Apostles., i; 

The Ufe of St. Paul ij 

Bible ioJitdia—Jacolliot.... ac 

^6(»0I 057 
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